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Enter Theſcus, Hippolita, with other, 
Theſe, 


OW faire Hyppolita, our nuptiall hower 

Draws on apaſe : fower happy daies bring in 

; An other Moone: but oh,me thinks, how ſlow 
=@—IThis old Moone waucs:She lingers my defires, 
Like to a Stepdame, or a dowager, _ 

Long withering out a yong mans reuenewe, 

Hp, Fowet daies will quickly Rteepe themſelues in night: 
Fower nights will quickly dreame away thetime: 1 
And then the Moone, like toa filuer bowe, 

Now bent in heauen, ſhall bcholde the night 


_ Of ourſolemniries, | 


The. Goe Pbiloſtrate, 
Stirre vp the Athenian youth to merriments, 


Awake the peart andnimble ſpirit of mirth, 

Turne melancholy foorth tofunerals: 

The pale companionis not for qur pomp, 

Hytpolita, 1 woo'd thee with my ſword, 

And wonne thy loue, doing thee iniuries; 

But I will wed thee in another key, _ 

Wich pompe,with tri umph, and with reueling, 

Enter Egeus ard his daughter Hermiagand Lyſander 
and Helena,ard Demetrius. 
Epge, Happy be Theſews,our renowned duke, 
& 3 Thankes good Egews, Whats the newes with thee? 


Eze,Fullofyexation,comel , with complaint | 
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Againlt my 
My noble Lord, 


This man hath my 


And my gratious 
This man hath b 


ewitchttheboſome of my childe, 
Thouzthou Lyſavder, thou haſt giuenherrimes, 


childe, my daughter Hermia, 
Stard forth Demetrius. 


conſent to marry her, 


Stand forth Liſander. 


Juke, 


Aadinterchany'd loue tokens.with rmy childe: 

Thou haſt, by moone-light,at her windowe ſung, 
With faining yoice, verſes of faining loue, 

Aud fiolne the impreflion of her phantaſic; | 
With braceletsot by haire,ritigs,gawdes, conceites, 


| Knackes, trifles, no 


egaies,lweere meates(mellengers. 


Of ſtrong preuailemeut in vahardenedyouth) 

Wirh cunning haſt thou filcht my daughtersheart, 

— Turndherobedience(which is duc to mee) 

« To ftubborneharſhneſle , and, my gratious Duke, 
Beit ſo, ſhe aa here,before your Grace, 


_ Conlentto marry 
"0 gn auncient priuiledgeof Athens: 
As (he is mine, I may diſpoſe of her: 


ith Demetrins, 


Which ſhall be, either to this gentleman, 


Orto her denijccorig toon lawe, 
 Immediatly prouidedziathatcaſe, _ _ 


The, Whatfay you, Hermia? Be aduifd, faire maid, 
Toyou,yourfatherſhould be as a God: 
One that compoli] your beauties: yea andone, 

thr mn nets; m_ wr eE in waxy 

im | within his power, 
Tolemzthe fig , ci, i 
Demetri«: is a worthy gentleman, 

Her, Sois Liſander, | Thes 


Theothermuſt 


p— 


In himſelfe he is; 


But inthiskinde , wanting your fathers yoice, 
ve held the worthier, = 


. 2 1 
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Her, 1 would my father lookt but with my eyes. 
The.Ratber youreyes muſt, with his judgement, looke, 
Her. 1 doe intreat your grace, topardon mee, 

I know not by what power, lam made bould; 

Nor howit may concerne my modeſty, 

In ſuch a preſence, hereto plead my rhoughts: 

But I befeech your Grace, that 1 may knowe 

The worlt that may befall mee in this caſe, 

If Irefuſe to wed Demetrixs, | 
The. Either ro dy the death, orto abiure, 

For cuer, the ſociety of men, IM 

Therefore,faire Hermia,queſtionyour delires, 

Knowe of your youth, examine weilyourblood, 

Whether(ifyou yeelde notto your fathers choyce) 

You canendurethe liuery of a Nunne, 

For aye to be in ſhady cloyſter, mew'd 

Toliue a barraine ſiſter all yourlife, : 

Chaunting faint hymnes,tothe coldefruitleſle Moone, 

Thriſe bleſſed they, that maſterſothere bloode, . 

To vndergoe ſuch maiden pilgrimage: 

But earthlyer happy istherole diftill, 

Then that, which, withering on the virginthorne, 

Growes,lives,and dies, in ſingle blefledneſle, 

Her, So will I growe,ſoliuc,fo dic my Lord, 

EceI will yield my virginPatent, v Fe 

Vnto his Lordſhip pe, whole aa EP yoake 

My ſoule conſents notto giueſouerainty, | 
The, Taketimeto pawle, and by the nextnewe moone, 

The lcaling day,berwixt my loue and mee, 

For cuerlaſting bondof fellowſhippe, 

Vpon that day eitherprepareto dye, 

_ Fordiſobedience to your fathers will, 

Orelſero wed Demerrins,as he would, 

Or on Dianaes altarto proteſt, LF 

For aye,auliggxie and figle lite kf \4 
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Deme, Relenr,fwee te Hermia, and "ay Lyſander,yeeld 
Thy crazed title to my certaine right, 

Lyſ. You have her fathers loue, Demetrime: 

L er be haue Hennldr1 : doe youmarry him, 
Egerc, Scornefull Lyfander,true,he hath my loue: - 
And what is mine, my loue ſhall render him, 
And ſheis mine,and all my right of her 
I doe eftateynto Demerrings, 
Lyſand,1 am my Lord, as well deriu'd as hee, 
As wellpoſſelt : myl loue is more than his; 
. My fortunes cuery way as fairely rankt 
( if not withyyantage Jas Demetrins : 
And(which is more then all theſe boaſes canbe)'. 
I am belou'dof beattious Hermia, 
Why ſhould notl1 then proſecute my tight? 
Demetriums,\le auouch! it to his heade, 
Made loue! to Nedars daughter, Helena, 
and won herſoulc ; and the/ (weete Ladie)dotes, 
Deuoutly dotes, dotes inIdolatry, 
Vpon this ſpotted andinconſtant man. 

The, | muſt confeſle, that1 haue heard ſo miich; 
and, with Demetriss thought to hauc ſpoke thereof: 
Bur, , being ouerfu of ſelfe affaires, 

My inde did loo eit, Bur Demetrius come, 
And come Egexs, = {hall goe with mee: 


Thaue ſome private ſchooling for you both, 

For you, faire Hermia, looke you arme your ſelfe, 
To fit your fancies, to your fathers will; 

Or elſe,the Law of Athens yeeldsyouvp 

(Which by no meanes we may extenuate) 

vowe of finglelife, 


| Todeath,otro a 


Come my Hyppolita: what cheare my loue? 
Demetrin; and Egeus goe m_ 

T muſt employ you in ſome butinefle, 
Againſt our os Te at conferre with you 


=o 
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Of ſome thing, nerely that concernes your ſclues, 
Ege, With ducty and defire,we follow youz Exemnt, 
Lyſand, How now my loue? Why is your checke ſo pale? 
How chancethe roſes there doe fade fo faſt? ; 
Her, Belike,for want of raine : which 1 could well 


Beteeme them, from the tempeſt of my eyes. 
Lif.Eigh me :for augberhatl could euer reade, 


Could euer here by talc or may © | 
The courſe of true loue neuer did runne {moothe: 


But cither ic was different in bloud;.. 
Her, O croſſe/roo high to be inthrald toloue; 
Liſ. Orelſc miſgrafted, in reſpeR of yeares; 
Her, O ſpight/coo oldeto be ingag'd toyoung, 
Liſ. Orelſe, it Roodeypon the choyce of friends; 
Her, Ohell,tochooſe loue by ainon eyes! 
Lyſ. Or, if there were aſympathy in choyce, 
Warre,death or fickneſſe, didlay ftegeto its 
Making it momentany,asa ſound 
Swift, as a ſhadowe; ſhort,as atty dreamez 
Briefe,as mapoaegs the colked night, 
That{in a ſpleene)vntolds both heauen and earth;. 
- and,ere a man hath powerto ſay, beholde, | 
_* Theiawesof darkenefle do deuoure ityp: 
$o quicke bright thingscometo conſhbons 
Her, lfthen true lovers haue bineuer croſt, 
it ftands as an edift, in defliny: Lo 
Then letys teach our triallpatiences A 
Becauſe it isa cuſtomary crofle, baig.l 
as dewe toloue, asthoughts,and dreames,and hghes, 
Wiſhes; and teares; poore Fancies followers, 
Lyſ. a goodperſ{waſion :thereforeheate mee, Hermiaz 
Ihaue a widowe aunt , a dowager, > 
Of greatreuenew, and ſhehathnochildey  _ 
From Athensis her houſe remotegſeauen leaguess 
And ſhe reſpeRes mee, as heronly ſonne; = 1 
| A4 | There, 
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Therte,gentle Hermia,may I marry thee: 


e Athbenianlavw 


And to that place, the vim! 
Can not purſue vs. If thou loneſt mee, then 
Sceale forth thy fathers houſe, to morrow night; 
Andinthe wood, a league without thetowne 
(Where I did meerte thee 6nce with Helene 
To do obſeruanceto a morne of May) 
There will I ſtay for thee, 
. Her. My good Lyſander, 
 1ſwearetothee,by Cupid: (irongeſt bowe, 
By his beſtarrowe, with the golden heade, 
By the ſimplicitie of Vena doues, 
By that which knirtteth ſoules, andprofpersloues, 
And by that fire,which burnd the y Stor 2nd queene, 
When thefalſe Trojan vnder faile wasſeenc, 
By all the vowes that euer men have broke, 
(In number more then euer women ſpoke) 
In that ſameplace thou haſt appointed mee, 
To morrow truely willl meete with thee, | 
Lyſ. Keepe promiſe loue:lookeghere comes Helena, 
| EmterHelena, 
Mer, God ſpeedefaire Helena: whither away? 

' Hel. Call you mee faire? That faire againe vnſay, 
Demetriusloues your faire: 0 happy faire! 
Your eyesareloadRarres, and yourronguesſweeteairE 
More tunable then larke, to ſheepeheardseare, 
When wheat is greene;,when hauthorne buddes appear, 
Sickneſlc is catching : O, were fauour ſo, 
Your words 1 catch, faire Heymia, ere !goe, | 
My care ſhouldcatch your voice,my cyc,your eye, 

My tongue ſhould catch yourtongues ſweete melody, 
Were the world mine, Demetriz ”—_ bated, 

_ Thereſtile giuets bero you tranſlated, 

| O, teach mee how you looke, and with what Art, 
Youſway the motion of Demerrins cart, 
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Her. 1 frowne vpon himzyethee loues tnee ill. 
Hel.O that your frowns wouldteach my ſmiles ſuch $kil, 
Her.1 giue him curſcs; yethe giues mee loue, \ 
Hel. © that my prayers could luch affeRtion mooue. 
Her. The more | hate,the more he followes mee, 
Hel. The moreTloue,the more hehateth mee, 
Her, His folly, Helena,isno fault of mine, 
Hel, None but your beauty;would that fault were mine. 
Her.Take comtort the no more ſhall ſeemy face; 
Lyſander and my felfe will fly this place. | 
Before the time I did Lrſander ſee, 
'Secm'd Athens as a Paradiſetamee. 
O then, what graces in my loue dooe dwell; 
That hee hath turnd aheauen vntoa hell! . 
Lyſ. Helen oyou our mindes wee will ynfould: 
To morrow night, when Phabe doth beholde 
Her filuer viſage,inthe watry glaſſe, 
Decking, with liquid pearle, the bladed graſſe 
CA time,that louers flights doth (ill conceale) 
Through Athens gates,haue wee deuiſ'dto (teale, 
Her. And in the wood, where often you and1T, 
V pon faint Primroſe beddes, were wonttolye, 
Emprying our bolomes, of their counſell {weld, 
' There my Lyſender,and my lelfe ſhall meere, 
And thence,from Athens,turne away oureyes, 
To ſecke new friends and {trange companions, 
Farewellyſweerte playfellow : pray thou for ys2 
And good lucke grauntthee thy Demetrixa. 
Keepe word Lyſander:we mult (taruc ourfight, - 
From louers foode,till morrow deepe midnight. 
| | Exu Hermia, 
Ty. lwill my Hermia, Helena adieut 
As youon him, Demetrixsdote on you. Exit Lyſanders . 
Hele. How happie ſome,ore otherſome, can be! , | 
Through Athens, | am thought as faire asſhees 


:, 
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But what of that? Demetriwthinkes not ſo: 


He will ot knowe, whatall,but hee doe know, 
And as hee erres, doting on Hermias eyes: 

So admiring of his qualities, | 
Things baſe and vile, holding no quantitie, 

Loue cau tranſpoſe to farme anddignitie, 
Louelookes not with the eyes, but with the minde: 
'  Andrhercfore is wingd Cupid painted blinde. 

Norhath abate of any iudgementtaſlte: 
| Wings,and noeyes,figure,vnheedy haſte. 
_. And thereſoreis loue ſaid to bee a childe: - 

| Pecauſe,in choyce, he is ſoofc beguil'd. 

As wag giſh boycs,in g1me, themleluesforſweare; 
8o,the boy, Loue ,is periur'deuery where, 

For, ere Demetriwslookt on Hermias eyen, 

Hee hayld downe othes,that he was onely mine, 

And when this haile ſome heateyfrom Hermiagfelt, 

So he diſſolued,and ſhowrsof oathes did melr, 
| Twill goe tell him of faire Hermias flight: 
| Then,tothe wodde,will he tomorrow night, 

Purſue her; and for thisintelligence,/ 

If Ihaue thankes,it isadeare expenſes 
\ . But hercia meane Ito entich my paine, 
| Tohauehis fight thither,and back again, * Exi#. 

Enter Quince,the Carpenter;andSnugge,the Joyner; and 

Bottoingthe Weauer; and Flute, the Bellowes mender;+ 
 Snout,the Tizker; and Starueling the Tayler, 

Qni1, Isall our company heere? | 

Bot. You were belt to call them generally, man by 

 maingaccording to the ſcrippe, ; | 
_ Qin, Here isthe ſcrowle of every mans name, which is 

_ thought fit,through al Xrbers,toplay in ourEnterludegbe+ 
fore the Duke,& the Dutches,on bisweddcing day at night, 

Bott. Firſt good Peeter Quince, ſay what the Play treats on; 
then read the names of the Actors:& ſo grow to a point, 


Quing, 
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O»in Mary ,our Play isthe moſt lamentable comedy, 
and moſt cruell death of Pyramm and Thiſby, 

Bot, A yery good peece of worke, affure you, & a mer - 
ry.Now good Peerer Quince,call forth your Actors, by the 
ſcrowle,Maſters,{picade your ſelues, 

Onin, Anſweregas I call you. Nick Bottom, the Weauer? 

Bott.Readie : Name what patt [ am for, andproceede. 

Quin, You, Nick, Bottom are ſerdowne for Pyramns, 

Bott: What is Pyramns? alouer, or a tyrant? 

Qin, A louerthat kils himſelfe, mott gallant, forloue. 

Bott, That will aſke ſome tearesin the true pong 

of it, If 1 doeitzlet the Audience looketo their eyes:I wi 
mooue [tormes : I will condole,in lome meaſure. Tothe. 
xelt yet, my chiefe humouris for a tyrant, I could play Er- 
clerrarely,or a parttoteare a Catin , to make all ſplitrhe 
raging rocks: and ſhivering ſhocks,ſhall breake the locks 
of priſon gates, and Phibb4 carte ſhall ſhine from farre, 
and make & marre the fooliſh Fates. This was loftie.Now, 
namethere(t ofthe Players, Thisis Erc/esvainegatyrants- 
yaine: Aloueris morecondoling, 

Quin. Franci: Flute the Bellowes mender? 

Flu. Here Peeter Qwince. 

win. Flute,you muſt take Thiſby, on you. 
Fla. What is Thiſby? A wandring knight? = 
Quan. leis the Ladygthat Pyrammw mult loue, (ming, 
Fl.Nay faith:let not me play a womizI have a beard c0- 
Qum, Thats all one:you ſhall play itina Maſkezandyou 
may ſpeake as ſmall as you will, [EE 

Boit.And I may hide my face, let me play Thiſbyto: Ile 
fpeake in a monltrous little voice; Thiſne, Thiſne,ah Py- 
ram,my louer deare,thy Thyſby deare, & Lady deare. 
Q»,No,no:you muſt play Pyramm:& Flute, you Tbyſby. 
Boar, Well,proceede, Qui. Robin Starnelinggthe Tailer? 
Star, Here Peeter Quince, 11 | 
Quiv, Robin Starneling,you mult play T hbyſbyes mother; 

jun þ Ton 
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Tom Snowte, the Tinker? Shs 

Snowt, Here Peter Quince, WET 

Quin, You, Pyramus father; my lelfe, Thiſties father; 
Snug gegthe loyner,you the Lyons part: And I hope here 
jan Play fitted, . || || | | | 
Snug, Haue you the Lyons part written? Pray you, ific 
bee,giue it meexforl am ſlowe of Rudic, 

Quin, You may doe it , extempore: for itisnothing but 
roaring. El [38 ; 
| Bott. Let meeplay the Lyonto. I will roare, that I will | 
doe any mans heart good to heate inee, I will roare, thac 
Iwill makethc Duke (ay; Let him roare againe ; let him 
' roare againes. WHEN Ons 
Qsin.And you ſhould do it too terribly,you would fright - 
the Dutcheſſe, andthe Ladies,that they would ſhrike;and 
that were inough to hangysall, | 
, All. That would hang ys, euery mothers ſonne, 

Bet. 1 grant yougfriends, if you ſhould fright the Ladies 
out of their wits,they would haue no more diſcretion, but 
to hang ys} but 1 will aggrauate my voice ſo, thatl wil 
roare you as genclygas any ſucking douc;Iwill roare you, 
and*ewere any Nightingale, | 
Osin.Youcanplay no partbut Piramus : for Piramus is 2 
ſweete fac't man; a proper man asone ſhall ſce in a ſom- 
mers day;a moſt louely gentlemanlikeman : therefore 
you mult necdes play Piramw: 

Bot, Well:I will vndertake it . What beard were 1 beſt 

toplayitin? 7 Ae 2 | 

| Quin. Why?what you will, | I 

Bor I wil diſcharge it, in cither your ſtraw colour beard, 
your Orange tawnie bearde,your purple in graine beard, 
or your french crowne colour beard, your perfit yellow, 
| ©nin Some of your french crownes have no haire at all; 
andthen you will play bare fac't . But maifters here are 
yourparts,ancT am to intreat yougrequeſt you, and deſire 
| | you 
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you,toconthem by to morrow night $ and meete mee in 
the palace wood, a mile withourthe townc, by Moone-- 
light; there will wee rehearſe :for if wee meete in the City, 
wee {hal be dogd with company,and our deuiſes known, 
In the meane time,l will draw a bill of properties , ſuch as 
our play wants. I pray you faile me not,  _ 

Bot Wee will meete,&there we may rehearſe moſi ob. 
ſcenely,and coragioufly, Take paines, bee perfic : adieu. | 
##in, At the Dukes oke wee meete, | PR 


Bor.Enoughtholdegorcut bowhtrings. Exenunt, 
& Entir 4 Fairic ar one doore,ard Robin goodtellow 
ME and her, | 


Robin, How now ſpirit, whither wander you? | 
F4.Ouer hill, ouer mr wen rs buſh,thorough brier, 
Ouer parke,ouer pale,thorough flood,thorough fire: 
1do wander cuery where;\wifter than the Moons ſphere: 
And I ſerue the Fairy Queene, to dew herotbs ypon the 
The cowſlippes tall herPenſioners bee, | (greenc, 
Intheir gold coats, fpottesyoulſce: | 
Thoſe be Rubies, Fairie fauours} 
In thoſe freckles, liuetheir ſauours, 
I mutt goe ſeeke ſome dew droppe3 here, 
And hang a peatle in every couſlippeseare. 
Farewellthou Lobbe of ſpirits: lle be gon. 
Our Queene, and all her Elues come here anon, 
Rob. The king doth keepe hisReuels hereto night. 
Take heedethe Queene come not within his ſight, 
For Oberon is paſſing fell and wraths 9-7 
Becauſe that Created 
Alouely boy ſtollen,from an Indian king: 
She neuer had ſoſweetea changeling, ' 
Andiealous Oberos would hauethechilde, 
| Knight ofhistraine, totrace the forreſts wilde, | 
But ſhee,perforce ,withhoulds the loued boy, — 
Crownes him with lowers,and makes himall herioy, 
B3 And 
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' andthenthe whole Quire bouldtheir kippezJknd loffe, 
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Andnew zthey neuer mectein roue,or greene, 

By fountaine cleareor ſpang et ſtarlight ſhcene, 
Burt they doe quareythar all their Elues , for feare, 
Creepe intoacorne Cups, and hide them there, 

Fa, Either [ miſtake your ſhape, and moking,quitcy 
Or els youare that ſhrewde and knauiſh (price, 
Call'd Rzbin goodfellow. Are notyou hee, 

T hat frights the maidens ofthe Villageree, 
Skim milke,and ſometimes{abqur in the querne, 
f nd bootleſſe make the breathleſle huſwite cherne, 
And ſ,metime make the drinke ro beare no barme, 
Miſſelead nightwanderers laughing attheirþarme? 
Tholegthat Hobgoblin call you,and ſweere Puck, 
You doetheir worke, and they ſhall haue good luck. 
Are not you hee? | 
Rob, Thou ſpeakeſtaright ; Tam rhat merry wanderet of 
Tiealtto = Bf and ing ap him ſmile, (the night, 
When afat and beane-fedhorſe beguile; 
Neyghing,in likeneſle of a filly fole, 
And ſometime lurke I ma Solibe: bole, 
In very likenefle of a roſted crabbe, 
And whea ſhe diinkes,agaiatt her lips [ bob, 
And on her withered dewlop, poure the ale. 
The wiſcſt aunt, telling the ſaddeſt tale, 
Fometimegfor three foote (tool, miltaketh mee? 
Then ſlippeIfrom her bumme,downe topples the, 
And tailour cryes,and fallesijnto/ aicoffe; 


and waxen in their myreh,and neeze,and {weatre 
a merticr hower was never waſted Nets 
But roome Facry: hete corhes Oberon, 
Fa, and here, my miſtreſſe, Would that he were gon, 
Enter the Kis roof Fairies, at one doore with his traine: 
and the Queene,at arothergwith here. 


Ob, 111 mer by moonels phe "ig Tytanias 


Qs, 


 _ A Midfommernightesdreame, 

 Qa.What, Tealous Obero»?Fairyſkippe hence. 
1 have forſworne his bedde,andcompany, = 

Ok. Tarry,raſh wanton, am not Irthy Lord? 
_ Qs. ThenImuſt be thy Lady: bur{ know 
When thou haſt Rollen away from Fairy land, 
And inthe ſhape of Corin,fat all day, 
Playing on pipes of corne, and rinkiog loue, 
To amorous Phillida, Why art thouhere 
Come from the fartheſt eppe of [ndia? 
But that, forſooth,the bounſing Amaſor, _ 
Your buſkindmiſtrefle, and your warriourloue, 
To T heſen; muſt be wedded; and you come, 
To giue their bedde, ioy and proſperitie, 

O65, How canſtthou thus, for ſhame, Tyrania, 
Glaunce at my credit, with Hippolita? | 
Knowing,l know thy loue to 7 heſens, 
Did{t not thoulead himthrough the glimmeringnight, 
From Perigevia,whomhe rauiſhed? 

And mike him,with faire Eagles,breake his faith 
With Ariade, and Antiopa? | : 
Once. Theſe atethe forgeries of iealouſier 
And neuer, ſince the middle Sommers (fpring, 

Mer we on hill,in dale,forreft,or meade, 

By paucd fountaine, or by ruſhue breoke, 

Or in the beached margent of the Sea, 

To daunce our ringlets to the whitiling winde, 

But with thy brawles thou haſt difturbd our ſport, 
Therefore the windes,pyping to vs in vaine, 
Asinreuengeghaucſuckr vpyfrom the Sea, 
Contagious togges: which, talling inthe land, 

Hath euery peiung riuermadeſoproude, | 

That they hauc ouerborne their Continents, 
The Oxec hath theretore ſtretch his yoake in vainey 
The Ploughman loſt his ſweat, and the greenecorne 


Hath rotted,erc his youth attainde a bearde; 
ETC i SS | The 
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|. Andrhisſamep 


 {fdoebutbe 
ny my Henchman, | 


| TheFaiery Land buics 
' Hismotherwasa Vorreſſe ofmy order: 


_ Andgrowbiggeb 


A Mid former highs dreame, 


The fold ſtands erapty,in the drowned field, 
And crowes are fatted wich the murtion flo cke, 
The nine mensMorrisi is fild yp with mudde: 
Andthe queint Mazes,inthe wanton greene, 
For lacke ofrread, are yndiſtingui able. 

The humane mortals want their winterheere. 
No night is now with hymne or carroll ble(?, 


|  Theretorethe Moon:he gouerneſle of floods) - 


Palcinher anger,waſhes all the aire; 


That R! ,cumaticke diſeaſes doe abound. 


And,thorough this diltemperacure, wee ſee 


 Theſcaſons alter: :hoary headed frofts 
_  Fallinthefreſhlap 
.._  Andonold A * 


peoft the = roſe, 

nd Icy crowne, 
An odorousChaplet, ſweeteSommer buddes 
Is,as in mockery,ſet.The Spring, the Sommer, 
The childing. Autumne;a ry Winter change 
the mazed wor " 
owesnot which is which? 
eny of euils 5 | 
Comes from our debate, from our difſention? 
We aretheirParentsandoriginall. 
Oberon, Doeyouamend it then! it lyesin you. 
Why ſhould Tirasia crolſc her Oberon? 


gea irde Changeling — . 


By their increale,now 


tat wt. | 
the childe of mee, 


Queene. Ser arm 


Andinthe ſpiced Indian ayer,by ni 7a 


- Full often hath ſhe goſſipr, by my (id 
Andfat, with meon rgach yellow «Pt 


Marking th'embarked traders on thefloodt: 
When we haue Iau 5 to ſee the ſailes con ceaue, . 
< iid the wanton winde? 


Which 
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Which ſhezwich prettiegand with ſwimming 
Following(ber wombe then tich with myyoungly 
Would imitate, and faile ypon the land, 
To fetch me cnifles, and returne againe, 
Asfrom a voyage,rich with marchandiſe. 
FRF nos wg. did dye, 
doel reate yp her boy: | 
And fer berfabsg ol willnot part with him. 
Ob, How long,within this wood, encend you 
Quee, Perchaunce\till after Theſews 
If you will p; daunce in our Round, 
And (ce our 


| Ifnor 
06, net they and goewichthee. 
ae North 


+» gs, "DIAM 
We he,fl longer flag, Exemnt., 
Ob, ot ankr om ſhalt not from this grouey 


Till Itorment i come her: tho 
My gentle P=cke come hither remembreſt, 
Since once | ſat vpon nqqmajo 
And biarde Meonranhice Dolphins backe, 
Vecering ſuch dulcet and x” ns breath, 
Thatthe rude ſea grewe ciwll at herſong, 
And cettaine ftarresſhot madly from celr Sphenrs 
Toheare the Sea-maids muſicke, 
Puck. I remember, 
Ob.Thatvetytime, pl raſhes conldfineq) 
berweene the colde c and _— 
4,all arm'd : a certaine aime hetooke 
Araſcbe Veltdlchrenedby well, 
And loof' his loue- ſhaft (martl 1 Frombicbowe, 
As it ſhould} pence nundrdehouſand hear 


Bur,I might ſee 
oma ry (aaron the watry Moone; 


Andtheimyerall ourſ Ia 


0 


i Keely gore. 
haunts, 


Ip 


RI ttt. Af tet Se 


A Midſommer nightes dreame. 


In maiden meditation, fancy free. 
Yer markt 1, where the boſcof Cupddfell #- 
Ic fell ypon a little wetlerne flower; 
Before, milke white;now purple, with loues wound, 
And maidenseall it, Loue i adlencNe, y 
Ferch mecthar flowre ; the herbe I ſhewed thee once. 
The iewce of it,on ſIceping eyeliddeslaide, 
Wll m:ke or man or woman madly dote, 
Vpon the next live creature thatit ſees. | 
Ferck mee this hethe, and be thou here againe 
Ere the Lenr4than can ſwimme a league, 
Pu.!!c put agirdle,toid about the earth,in forty minutes, 
Ovrron, Having once thisiuice, 
Ie watch 7rravia, when ſhe is 2 llcepe, 
And droppe theJiquer of ir, in hereyes: 
The next thing then ſhe, waking,lookes vpon 
(Be it on Lyon,Beare,or Wolfe, or Bull, 
On mediing Monky qr on buſie Ape ) 
She ſhallpurtue it, with the ſoule of Loue. 
And ere 1 take this charrne, from of her hight 
(As Icantake it with anotherherbe) 
Ile make her render yp herPage ,tu mee, 
Pur, who comes here? 1 am inwhble, 
And1will oucrheare their conference. 
+ Enter Demetrius, Helena following him s 
Deme. [louethce nat:therefore purſue me not, 
Where is Lyſander,and faire Fermia? 
The one le (tay: the other HHayeth me, 
Taouto!d(t me, they were [tolnc ynto this wood: 
Andhercam1 , and wodde, withintius wood; 
Becaulelcannot mectemy Hermsa. 
Hence,getthe gone,ind follow mecno more. 
Hel. Youdraw mce,you hard hearted Adamant: 
But yet you drawnor|fron, For my heart 
is truc as fiecle, Leaue you yourpower todraw, 


SF And 


/ 
| 
. 
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gina ara: gin ara EA 

Deme.Doe | ent Doel youſlaire? 
Flue word nw Oagy Pet 
Tell youl doe nor, nor cannotloue you? 

Hele. And even, !orchar,do }loueyou, the more: 
I am your Spaniell: and, Demerrins, 
The more you beat mee, 1 will fawne on you. 
Vſe me but asyour Spaniell : ſpurne me, firike mee, 
Negle& mee,looſe me : onely giue me leave 
(Vawornthie as 1 am) to follow you, 


What worſer place canl! ,n yourloue 

(And yer, a place of high reſpect with mee) 

Then to be viedas you vſe your dogge, 
Deme. T emptnot, too much,the hatred of my ſpirit, 


Forl am ſick, whenl1 do looke on thee, 

 Hele. And1 am fick, when llooke noton you. . 
Dewe. You doeimpeach your modeltic roo much, 

To leaue thecitie,and commit yourſelfe, 

Into the handsof one that loues you not, 

Totruſtthe oppottunitie of night, | 

And the ill coun(cll of a deſertplace, 

With the rich worthof your virgmitie, 

Hel. Y our vertue is my priviledge : Forthat 

It is nor night, when1doe ſeeyour face, 

Therelore, 1 thinke, lamnot inthe night, | 

Nor doth this wood lacke worlds of company. 

For you, in my reſpeR,are all the world. 

Then, how canit be ſaide,) am alone, 

When all the world is here, tolooke on mee? 

Demr. lle ruane from thee, 1nd hide mein the brakes, 

| Andleave theeto the mercy of wilde beaſtes, * 
Hel, The wildeſt hath not ſuch a heart as you. | 

Runne when you will + The (tory ſhall be chang 

Apollo flies and Daphneholds the chaſe: 

The Dour purſues the Griffon: the milde Hinde - * 

C2 | Makes 
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Makes ſpecde to catch the Tigre. Bootelefle ſpecdey 
| Demet. 1 will not thy queſtions, | me g0c: 
 Oritthou followe mee, do not beleeue, , 
Burt 1 ſhall doe thee miſchicte, in the wood. 
Hel.1, inthe Templeyin the townegthe ficlde, 
You doe ine milchefe. Fy Demerrins. 
'  YourwrengsCoe ſet a ſcandall on my ſex: - 
| We cannot hght for loue , as men may doer 
We ſhould be weo'd, and were notmade to wooe. 
| He follow thee and make a heauen of bell, 
To dy vpon the hand Iloue ſo well». | 
Ob.Farethee well i, Erc he do leave this groue, 
Thou ſhalt fly him,andhe (ball ſecke thy love. . 
Haſtthouthe flowerthere? Welcome wanderer. 
O. 74p mrormg. wg 8, and with 
| Thereſlcepes Tytania, ſometime of the 


and there the ſnake throwes her enammeld\kinae, 


Weed wide to wrappe a Fairy in, 
and, with the juyce ol 6 freaks eyes, 

Tike thoukome of atdicndrontiithle graner 
Take thou iſe | 

aſweete Athemasn g is inloue, 


With 2 dildainefull youth : annoint his eyes. 
 Burdoeir, when the next thing 


thing be 
_ MaybetheLadie.Tho rs As. 1:9. 
By the Atheniangarments he hath on, ' 


_ 'EffeAtit with lome carczthat he may p 


More 
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More fond on her, then ſhe ypon herloue;: 
and looke thou meete me ere the firſt Cocke crowe. 
Pa,Feare not my Lord: your ſeruant ſhall do ſo, Exexnt, 
Emer Tytania ſome of Fawees, with her trains, 
Owee. Come, nowa Roundell,anda Fairy ſong: 
Then,for the third part of a minute hence, 
Some to kill cankers inthemusk roſe buds, 
Some warte wich Reremiſe, for theirlethren wings, 
To make my ſmall Elues coates,and ſome keepe backe | 
 Theclamorous Owle,that nightly hootes and wonders 
At our queint ſpirits :Sing me now a fleepe: 
Then toyour offices,and let mee reſts 
Fairies ſing, 
You ſpotred Snakes, with double tongue} 
Thorny Hedgehoggesbe not ſeene, 
Newts and blindewormes do no wrong, 
Come not neere our Fairy Queene. 
Philomele,with melody, 
Sing in our ſweete Lullaby, Ty 
Lullazlullaglullabyylulla, lullay lullaby. 
Neuer barme, not ſpell, nor charme, 
Come our louely lady nigh. 
So good night, with lullaby. Ea, 
1, Fai. Weauing Spiders come not heerer: 
Hence youlong legdSpinners, hence; | 
Beetles blacke approach not neere: 
Worme norſnailedoe no offence. 
 Philomele with melody,& Cc. | 
2: Fai. Hence away : now all iswell: 
One aloofe,fland Centinell, EET 
| | Enter Oberon, | 
O65, What thou ſeef}, when thou doelt w 
Doe it for thy tueloue take: 
Loue and languiſh for his fake. 


Be it Ounce, or Catte, or Beare, 
bt 


akes, 
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Pard,or Boare with briſtledhaire, 
| Inthyeyechar ſhall appeare, 
| Whenthou wak'ſt, itis thy deare: 
Wake, when ſome vile thing isneere. 
Enter Lyfander: and Hermia. 
Lyſ. Faire loue,youfainte, with wandring in the woods 
And toſpeake troth Thaue orga our Way. 
Weele reſt vs Herma,it youthinke it good, 
And tatty for the comforof the day, | 
Her, Betit ſo Lyſander: finde you out a beddey | 
For I, yponthis bankezwillre{t my head. 
Ly{, One turfe ſhall op popilion, forvs both, 
Oac heart, one bedde, two boſomes,and onetroth, 
Her, Nay god Lyſander : for my ſake,my deere 
Ly further off, yer; doc,not lye ſoneere. 
Lyſ.O tske the ſenſe,fweere,of my innocence, 
Loue takes the meaning,in loues conference, 
| 1 meanethat my heart voto yours it knit; 
. Sothat burone heart wee can make of ite 
Two boſomes interchained with an oath: 
| Sothen two boſomes,and a ſingle troth. 
Then,by your fide,no bed-roome me deny: 
For lying ſo, Hermiag] docnortlye. 
Her. Lyſander riddles yery prettily. 
Now much bcſhrewe my manners,and my pride, 
If Hermia mcant to ſay, Lyſanderlyed, 
Bur gentlc friendyfar loue and curtefie, 
Ly further off, in humane modelly: 
Such lepararion,as may well be ſaid 
Becomes a vertuous batcheler,and a maide, 
Sofarrebe diſtant, and goodnight [weete friend: 
' Thy love nere alter till thy {weete life end, 
Lyſ. Amen,amengto that faireprayer, ſay, 
And then endlife, when lend loyalty, 
 Heere is my bedifleepe giue thee all hisrelt, 


VVith 
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Her, With halfe that wiſh, the wiſherseyes be preſt, 
| Emer Pucke. ' | 
Pwck. Through the forrelt haucI gone: 

But Athenian found | none, 

On whoſe eycs I might approue 

This flowers force ia (ticring loue, 

Night and filence .Who eons 

Weedesof Athens he doth weare: 

Thisis hee (my maſter ſaide ) 

Deſpiſed the Athenian maide;: - 

Andherethe maiden, ſleeping ſound, , 

On the danke and dirty ground, 

Pretty ſowle,ſhe durit nor lye, 

Neere this lack-loue,this kil-curtehe. 

Churle , vypon thy eyes Ithrowe 

All the power this charme doth owe: 

When thou wak'(t,lerloue forbidde 

Sleepeyhis ſeat,on thyeye liddes»- 

So awake, when I am gon; 

For I mult now to Oberon, Exits - ; 
Enter Demetrius and Helena running, 

Hel Stay; though thou killmec,ſweere Demetriny, 
De. | charge thee hence,and doe not haunt mee thus 
Hele.O, wilt thou darklingleaue me? doe norfo, 

De, Stay,on thy penili: Ialone will goe,. 
Hel,O,1 am our of breath, inthis fond chaſe, . 
The more my prayer,the lefler is my grace, 
Happie is H-rmia, whereſoerc ſhe lies; 
For fie hath bleſſed, and artractiue eyes, - | 
How came her eyesſo bright?Not with ſalt teaxes, . | 
If ſo,my eyes are oftner waſhtthen hers... 0 | 
No,no : lam as vgly as a Beare: Le] 
For beaſtes that meete mee,runne away, for feare: 
Therefore,no maruaile, though Demetrna. 


* Doczas a monſter, fly my preſencegthus, . _ 
*y alter, fly R—— 
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What wicked anddiſſembling glaſle, of mine, 
Made mecompare with Hermias ſphery eyen! 
Bur, who is here? Lyſander, on the ground? 
Dead,or aſleepe? 1 ſeeno blood, no wound, 
Lyſendert youliue, good firawake, = 

" Lyſ. and runne through fire, I will for thy ſweere ſake, 
Ttanſparent Helene, nature ſhewes arce, 
That chrough thy boſome, makes me ſeethy heart. 
| Where is Demerrins? Oh how fit a word | 

Is that vile name, to petiſh|on my ſworde! 
_ Hel. Donot fay ſo, Lyſander, ſaynotſo, 
Whac though beloue your Hermia? Lord, what though? 
Yet Hermia (til: loues you; then be content. 

 Lyſ. Content with Hermra?No :1 doe tepent 
The tedious minures, [ with her hauc ſpent, 
Not Hermie, but Helenal|loue, 
| VVhowillnot change aRauen for a doue? 
The will of man is by his reaſon ſwai'd: 
and reaſon ſaies you are the worthier maide. 
Things growing are not ripe, vntilltheir ſeaſon; 
. $0 | being young, till now ripe not toxeaſon, 
and rcouching now,the pomt ofhumane kill, 
Reaſon becomes the Marſhall tomy will, 


\ . andleads meeto your eyes;where [ orclooke 


| Loves ſtories, written inlquesriche(t booke. 
Hel, Wherefore was1 tothis keene mockery borne? 
When,atyourhands,did1deſerue this ſcorne? 
It notenough, iſt notenough, young man, 
Thatl did neuer, nonornever can, 
Deſerue a (weere looke from Demetrinseye, 
But you muſt flout my inſufficiency? _ 
Good troth youdoe mee wrong(good ſoothyoudoe) - 
In ſuch diſdainfull manner, mee towooe, 


O, 
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O, that a Ladie, of one manretul'd , | 
Should,of another, therefore be abul'd! ; Exit, 


Lyſ.She ſeesnot Hermia . Hermia, (leepethou there, 
And neuer maiſt theu come Lyſandernecre, 
For,as aſurfer of the ſwecteſt things | 
The deepefi loathing, tothe Romackebringes: 
Or, asthe herefics, that mendoeleauc, 
Are hated moſt of thoſe they did deceiue; 
So thou, my ſurfer,and my herefic, 
Of all bee hated; but the moſt, of mee; 
And all my powers addrefſce your loue and might, 
To honour Helew,and to be her kmght, Ext, 
Her. Helpe mee Lyſaxder,belpe mee : do thy beſt 
To pluck this crawling ſerpent, from my breft, 
Ay mee, for pirtie- What a dreame was here? 
Lyſazd:rlooke, how I doe quake with teare. : 
Me thoughr,a ſerpent cate my heart away, 
And youlate rnd at his crucllpray, _ 
Lyſander what, remou'd? Lyſander, Lord, 
What, out of hearing, gon? Notcund,no word? 
Alacke where are you? Speake, andif you heare: 
 Speakeof all loues, I {woune almolt with feare, 
No, then 1 well perceiue,you are notny: | 
Eitherdeath,or you,lle finde immediacely. 
Enter the Clownes. 


 Bait-Are wee all mer? | 


. 


wm. Par,pat : and heres a maruailes convenient place, 
for our rehearſall. This greene plot ſhall be our (tage, this 
hauthorne brake ourtyring houſe, and wee will docir in 
aRion, as wee will doc it before the Duke, 

Batt. Peeter Quince? 

Onin, Whatſareſt thou ,bully, Bottom? _ 
For. There are thingsin this Comedy , of Pyramwe and 
Thiſby,*hac will never pleaſe, Firſt, Pyramus mult draw 


aſworde,ro killhunſeltc; which the Ladies cannot abide, 


Exi, 
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How anſwere you that? 

Snort Beclakin,a parlous feare. 

Ster.l beleeue,we muſt leaue the killing, out, when all 
is done, al 9] 

Bott Not a whit :1haue a deviſe to make all well, Write 
me aPcologue, and let the Prologue ſcenieto ſay;we wil 
| donoharme, with our ſwords, and that Pyramaris not 
kild indeede : and forthe more better affurance,tel chem, 
that] Pyramas amnot Pyramns, but Bottom the weauet: 
' this will put them out of feare, 
Ouin, Well: wee will haue ſuch a Prologue,and it ſhallbe. 


7 


writcen in eight and ſix, | 
Bot,No ;make it two more:letitbe writtca in cight 8 
_ eighe. | 
'$:out, Will notthe ladies be afeard ofthe Lyon? 
Star. | feare it, I promiſe you. _ 

Bot, Maſters,you oughtto conſider with your ſelfe, to 
bring in ( God ſhielde vs) a Lyon| among Ladies ,is 
a molt dreadfull thing . For there is not a more fearetull 

 wilde foule then your Lyonliuing : & we ovght to looke 
toote, Y | 
So. Therfore,anether Prologue muſt te},he is not a Lion, 
Bot Nay : youmuſt name his name, and halfe his face 
muſt be (cene through the Lions necke , and he himſclſe 
mult ſpeake through, ſaying thus, or to the ſame defeCt; 
Ladies,or faire Ladies,1 would wiſh you, or 1 would re- 
queſt you,orT wold intreatlyov,notto feare,nottotreble: 
my liſe for yours. If you hinke? come hither as a Lyon, it 
were pittieof my hfe,No;1 amno ſuch thing :1ama man 
as other men are:& there indeed, ler him name his namey 
and cel] che plainelyhe is Suwgge,theloyner. 
*. ain Wellit ſhalibelo: bur there is two hard things; 
that is, tobring the Moone-light mto a chamber: for you 
znow, Pyramns and T hiſby meete by Moone-light, 
_ ©», Doththe Moone ſhine,thatnightywe play our Play? 
| Bot, 
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Bo. A Calender ,aCalender:looke inthe Almanack:finde 
out Moone-ſhine,finde out Moone-ſhine. 
Qsin.Yes:it doth ſhine that night, | 
Cert, Why then, may youleaue a caſement ofthe great 
chamber window(where weplay)open; and the Moone 
' may ſhincinatche caſement, | 
Qwin,1: orels,one muſt come in, with a buſh ofthborns, 
& a lirern,and ſay he comes to Cisfigure, orto preſentthe 
perſon of Moone-ſhine, Then,there is another ching ;we 
muſt haue a wal inthe great chiber: for Pyramus & Thiſ- 
by( ſaies the ſtory) did taike throu gh the chinke of a wall» 
Sx0,You canneuer bring in a wal, Whart ſay you Bottom? | 
Bot, Some man orother muſt preſent wall: and let him 
haue ſome plaſter,or ſomlome,or ſomerough caſt,abour 
him, to ſignifie wall; orlet him holGehis fingers thus:and 
through that crany , ſhall Pyramur and Thiſby whil- 
er, | | | 
; Q=in.\fthatmay be,then allis well.Come, fit downe e- 
uery mothers ſonne, and reherſe yourparts. Pyramnsyyou 
beginne : when you haue ſpoken yonr ſpeech, enter into 
that Brake, and ſo euery one according to his cue, 
EmerRobin, {| 
Ro.\What hempen homeſpunnes haue we ſwaggring here, 
So neere the Cradle of the Fairy Queene? | > 
Whar, a play toward? tle be an Auditor, 
An AQorto ps | ſeecauſe, | 
Quin, Speake Pyramm : Thyſby ſtand forth, 
Pyra, Thiſby the lowers of odious ſauours ſweete, 
 Quim.Odours,odorous, 16g 
Py. Odours ſauours ſweete, he 
So hath thy breath, my deareſt Thiſby deate, | 
But harke, a voice : flay thou but heere awhile, 
Andby and by1 willtotheeappeare, | Exit, 
Quin, a [tranger Pyramw;, thenere played heere, 
Tbyſ, Muſt ] "4 - , 
| 3 | 
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Quin, lmarry muſt you. For you muſt ynderfiid, he goes 


| butoſee anoyſegthat he heard, and isto come againe, 
_ Tbyſ;, Moſtradiant Pyrammymotilillie white of hewe, 
|  Ofcolourhketheredroſe,on triumphant bryer, 
_ Moſtbiisky Iuucnall, andecke moſtlouely Iewe, 
 Asrrue asrrueſt horle, that yet would neuer tyre, 
lie meetethee Pyrammat Nine toumbe. 
Oum. Ninutoumbe,man. Why fyou mult not pe ake 


{45 Thatyer, Thatyouanſwere ro P7rawm. You ſpea 
A Al your part at once,cues,and, all. Pyramm,enter:your cue 


is palt - Ir 15; neuertire, 

*Thyſ-O, astrue astrueſt horſe that yet would neuer tyre, 

DPy.If I were faire, Thyſby,1 were onely thine, 

_ Q#in,Omonſtrous/O ſtrange; /Weare haunted. Pray ma« 
 Hers:fiy malters:nelpe. 
Reb.1le tollow you: Ile leade you abouta Round, 

Through bogge, through buſh, through brake, through 


_ - Somctimeahorſelle be, ſometime abound, (bryer: 


Ahogge,a headeleſlc Beare,ſomerime a fiery, 

And neigh,and barkegand grunt, and rore, and burne, 

Like hots hotvenkhoage, Fer e,fire,ar cuery urne. Exit, 
Botr,Why doethey runne away? Thisisa knauety of 

__themto make mee afeard, ng Emer Snowte. ' 


S». O Bottom,thou artchaung'd, What dolſee on thee? 
Bot, What fs you ſee? Y 


ſee an Aſſe headof your 
 owne-Do _ q: 


| (Exit. 
Onin Bleſſe thee Bottoms, bleſle thee. Thou arttriſlated. 
© Bot, | leerthiir knavery, This is romake an aſle of mee,to 


: fright me,if they could:but ke not tire from this place, 


do what they can, I will walke yp and downe heere, and1 
- willing, that thic  ſhallhearelamnor afraide, 
The Wooſell cock, fo blacke of hewe, 


With FOrnge tawny bill, 


The 
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The Throſile, with his note ſo true, 
The Wren, with Jietle quill, We 
Tjtaria, What Ange!l wakesme from my Row bed? 
For,The Fynch, the Sparrowe,and the L_ 
The plainſong Cuckow gray: 
Whoſe notegtull many a man doth marke, 
And dares not anſwere, nay, 
For indeede,who w ould ſer his witto fo fooliſh a birde? 
Who would giue a bird the ly,though hee cry Cuckow, 
neuer ſo? 
7 ita.l pray cthee,genle mortall, (ing againe, 
Myne care is much enamoured ofthy uote; 
So is mine eyccnthralledro thy ſhape, 
And rthy faire yertues force( _ Orce « doth mooue mee, 
On the fitſt viewe toſay, to ſweare, 1love thee. | 
Bott. Mcethinks mitireſſe, you ſhouldhaut littlereaſon 
for that. And vet, to ſay the truth, reaſon and loue keepe 
little company rogether,now a daies, The more the pittys 
that ſome honeſt neighbours will not make thera friends, 
Nay I can glecke,vpon occaſion, 
Tia, Thou art as wiſegasthou art beautifull. 
As Not ſo neither: Cie if Thad wit enoughts getout: 
ofthis wood, I have enoughto ſerue mine owe turne, 
Tra. Out of this wood, doe not defire to goe: 
Thou ſhaltremaine here, hether thou wilt orn0, 
] am a ſpirit, ofno common rate: 
The Sommer,®ill , doth tend vpon my Aate, , 
And 1 doe loue thee - therefore goe with mee, | 
Ne give thee Fairies to attend ontheez | | 
And they ſhallſerchthee lewels,from the deepe, 
And (in > while thou, onpreſſed flowers zdoſtſleepe:* 
And] wal purge thy mortall orolſeneſle lo, | 
That thou ſhalt, like an ayery ſpirit, goe, 
Peaſe-bl:ſome,Cobweb, Moth, and CMnſtard: ſeedei, 


Emerfoure Fairnr, | i 
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Fairier,Readic:and], and ], and1- Where ſhall we goe? 
Tita, Bekinde and curteous to this grntleman, 
Hop in his walkes, and gambole1n his eyes, 
Feede him with Apricocks, and Dewbcrries, 
With purple Grapes, greene figges, and Mulberries, 
The hony bagges ſtealefrom the humble Bees, 
Andfor night tapers,croppe their waxen thighes, 


 ,, Andlight them at the fiery Glowe-wormes eyes, 


' Tohanemy louetobedde, and to atiſe, 
Andpluckthe wings, from painted Butterflies, 
Tofanne the Moone-beames from his ſleeping eyes, 
_ Nod to him Elues, and doe him curteſies, 

1, Fai, Haile mortall, haile. 

2. Fai. Haile. 

3.Fai, Haile. PTE 

Bot, 1 cry your worſhips metcy, hartily :T beſecch your 
worſhippesname, 1s 34 Cent 

Cob. Cobwebbe. 11 FHs. 

; Bor.Iſhall defire you of more acquaintance,good ma- 
Mer Cobweb: if 1 cut my finger, I ſhall make bolde with 
ou, Your name honeſt gentleman? 

Pea. Peaſe-bloſſome. ene Wilt 

Box. I pray you commend mee to miſtrebe Squaſh, your 
mother,and to maſter Peaſcos, yourfather, Good malter 
 Peaſe-bloſſome, 1 ſhall delite you of more acquaintance, 
to, Your name I-beſeech'you lar? 
Muſt, Muſtaraſeede. | 
Bot. Good maſter Muſtaraſeede,1 knowyour patience 
woll, That ſame cowardly,gyantlike, Ox-beefe hath de» | 
uvourd many a gentleman of your houle. 1 promiſe you, 
 yourkindredhath made myeyes water,ere now. 1 defite 
 . . you moreacquaintance,good maſter Muſtard/eede , 
© Tuta, Comewaite vpon him ;leade him to my bower. 
_ The Moone, methinkes, lookes with a watry eye: 
And when ſhee weepes, weepeseuery little * Hnogf 
} - Lamen- 


£ 
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Lamenting ſome enforcedechaftitie, 
Ty yp my lowers tongue, bring him Gently. Ext. 
Emer King of Fairies, and Robin geodteliow, 
Ob, 1 wonder if Tizaria be awaktys | | 
Then wh:t it was, that nextcame in her eye, 
Which ſhe muſt dote on, in exttcamitie, | 
Here comes my meflenger. How now,mad (pirit? 
What nightrule now aboutthis haunted groue? 
Puck. My miflreſſe with a monlterisin loue, 
Neerc to her cloſe and conſecrated bower. | 
White ſhe was in her dull, and ſleeping hower, 
Acrewofpatches, rude Mechanicils, 
That worke for bread,ypon Athenian ſtalles, 
Were met togetherto rehearſe a play, 
Intended for great Theſeus nuptiall day: 
The ſhallowelithickskinne, of that barraine ſorr, 
Who Pram preſented, in theirſ] port, 
Forſooke his Scene, and entredn a brake, 
VVhen 1 did him at this aduantage take: 
An Aﬀes nole 1 fixed on his head, 
Anon his Th:ſbie muſt be anſwered, 
And forth my Minnickcomes, When they bim ſpy: 
As wilde geeſe, thatthe creeping Foulereye, 
Or ruſlee pated choughes, many in ſors | 
(RyG "gs ,and cawingzatthe gunnes report J- 
Seuer themſelues,and madly [weepe the Sky; 
So, at bis fhght, away his fellowes fly, 
And atour Krrnos, here ore and ore zone filles: 
He murthercryes, and helpe from Arkens cals, 
Their ſenſe,thus weake, loſt with their fearesrhus ſtrong : 
Made ſenſeleſſe things begin to doe them wrong, 
For,briers and thornes, at their apparell,ſnatch: 
Some ſlecues, ſome hats; from yeelders,all things catch, 
] led them on, in this diſtracted feare, 


Andlefe ſweets Pyrammu cranflatedthere: | 
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|  Herbrothers noonetide, wit thi Antipoder, 


-  AMidfommernigh 


- Wheninthat moment ({o ir came to paſſe) 
Tytania wal't, and liraight way low'd an Aﬀe. 
© 06, This falles our berter,then I could deviſe, 

But haftthouyer latcht the Arhenians cyesy 
Wirh the loue juice,as I did bid thee doe? 

Reb. | tooke him fleeping/thatis fiviſhe to) 
Andthe Atheman woman, by his hee; = 

That when he wak't, of torce ſhe muſt be ey'd, 
Enter Demetriusand Hernia, | 

Ob. Stand cloſe:thisis the lame Athenian. 

Rob. Thisis the woman:burnotrhis the man, 
| Demer,O, Why rebuke youhimgrhat louesyou ſo? 
Lay breath ſo bitter, on your bitter foe, Yo 
| | Her, Nowl but chide : but I|ſhould vie thee worle, 
_ Fortheu!l feare) haſt given me cavſetocurſe. | 
If thou haſt laine Lyſander,in hisfleepe; | - (toy 

Being ore {hooes in blood, plunge 9 5/ ME »& kill nee 

The Sunne was not otrue vntothe day, = 
As hee ro mee, Would hee have ſtollen away, 
Frow ſleeping Hermia? Ile belceue, as ſoone, | 
T) and that the Moone 

, and ſo diſpicaſe 


May through the Center cre 


It cannot be, butthou haft.murdcedhim, 
So ſhould a murtherer looke;fodead, ſogrimme, 
| Dem, Soſhouldthe murthered looke,and ſo ſhould 7, 
Pearſt through the heart, with your ſerne cruelty, 

Yer you, themurtherer,Jooke/as bright, as cleere, 

As yonder Fenwa, inherglimmering ſpheare. 

Her, Whats this to my Lyſander? Where is hee? 
Ah good Demerrins, wilt thou giue him mee? 
Deme.1had rather giue his carcaſſe to my hounds. 
_ Her.Outdog,out curre : thou driu't me paſt the bounds 
Of maidens patience, Haſt thou flaine him then? 
Hencecforth be ncuer numbred among men. 
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O, once tellerue:tell true,euen for my ſake: 
Durſt thou haue lookt ypon him, being awake? 
And ha(tthou kild bins flvepia ? O brave tutch! 

 Couldnoat aworme,anAdderdo ſo much? 

An Adder did it: For with doubler tongue 
Then thyne(thou ſerpence) neuer adder fun A 
Deme, You ſpende your paſſion, on a mi Frifd mood: 
] am notguilty of Lyſandersbloode: | 
Norishe ny 6 oughtthatIcantell, 

Her, Ipray theegtcll mee then,that heis well. 
De, Andif Icould,what ſhouldI get therefore? 
Her. A priviledge,neuerto ſee mee more: | 

And from thy hated preſence part 1 : ſee me no more; 
Whether he be dead orno, Exit. 
- Deme. There is no following herin this fierce yaine- 
Heere therefore, for a while, I will remaine. 
$9 ſorrowes heauineſle doth heauier growe, 
For debt that bankrout flippe doth ſorrow owe: 
Which now in ſomeſlight meaſure it will pay; . 
If for his tender here I make ſome ſtay, | Lydount, 
05. What haſt thou done? Thouhalt miſtaken quite, 
And laid the louc juice on ſome true loues fight, 
Of thy miſprifion,muſt perforce enſue | 
Sometrueloue turnd, and not afalſe turnd eruve. 
Robi. Thenfate orerulesgthat one man holding troth, 
_ amillionfaile, confounding oathon oaths —— 

Ob, about the woodggoc {wifterthenthe winde, 

and Helzna of Athens looke thou finde. 

all fancy ficke ſhe is and pale of cheere, | 

With ſighes of lone, that coſts the freſh blood deare, 

By ſome illuſion ſee thou bring her heres | 

Ile charme his eyes, againſt ſhe doe appeare, 
Robin,1 goc, 1 goe, looke how I goe, | 

Swifterchen arrow, fromthe Tartars bowe » 


0b, Flower ofthis purple a; 
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Hit with Cay:dearchery, | 


Sinke in appleofhis eye, | 
When his loue he doth cſpy, 
Let her ſhine as - ray | 
As the Vexus of ho = [| | 
When thou wak'ſt, if the be by, 
Begge of her, for remedy. | 
Enter Puck. 
Puck, Captaine of our Fairy band, 
Helena is heere at hande, | 
And the youth, miſtooke by mee, 
Pleading foralouers fee, | 
Shall wee their fond pageant ſee? 
Lore,what fooles theſe mortals bee! 
O08, Stand aſide. The noyſe,they make, 
Will cauſe Demetrius to awake, . 
Pu, Then will two, at once,wooe one: 
That muſt needesbe fport alone, 


| Andthoſe things do beft pleaſe mee, 
Thatbefallprepoſi'rouſly, 


l EmerLyſander,and Helena, 

' Lyſ, Why ſhould you think, that 1 ſhould wooe in ſcorne? 
Scorne, and derifzon , neuer come in teares. | 
Looke wheaIvyow, I weepe :and yowes ſo borne, 

Ia their nativicie alleruth appeares, gs 
How cantheſe things,in meegſeeme ſcorne to you? 
Bearing the badge of faithto prooue them true, 

Hel, You doe aduance your cunning, more, and more, 
When trueth killes truth, 6 Singh holy fray! 

Theſe vowes are Hermias, Will you giue her ore? 
Weigh dath,withoathzand you willaothing waigh. 
Youryowesto hergand mee{putintwo ſcales) 

Will even weigh; and both alight as tales, 

Lyſ. lhadno ind pement\ wk to her I ſwore: 

Hel.Nornone,ininy minde,nowyou giueherore, 
TA Lk 
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Lyſ, Demetrius louesher:andhelouesnot yen, 
Deme. O Helen, goddeſle, nymph,perfeR divine, 
To what,my love, ſhall I compare thine eyne! 
Chriſtall ismuddy.O, how ripe, in ſhowe, 
Thylippes,thoſekiſling cherries,tempting growe!/ 
That pure coniealed white, high Tawrm: [+ 
Fand with the Eaſterne winde, turnesto a crowe, 
Whenthouholdſt vp thy hand, O, letme kifle 
This Princeſſeof pure whitegthis ſeale of bliſſe, 
_ Hel. Oſpight/O hell! I fee, youall are bent 
To ſet againſt mee, for your merriment, 
If you were ciuill, and knew curteſic, 
You would not doe meethus much iniury, | 
Can you not hate mee,as Iknowyou doe, 
But you muſt ioyne, in ſoules, to mocke mee to? 
If you were men, asmen you arc inſhowe, | 
You wouldnot vſea gentle Lady ſo; | 
To vowe, and{weare, and ſuperpraiſe my parts, 
When Iam ſure ,you hate mee with your hearts, 
You bothare Riuals,andloue Hermia: 
And now both Riualles, co mock Helene. 
Atrim exploit, a manly enterpriſe, 
To coniure teares vpin a poore maides eyer, 
With your derifion None, ofnobleſort, 
Would ſooffend a virgine,andextort 
A poore ſoules patiencegall ro make youſport, 
Lyſand, You arevnkinde, Demetrim: benox ſo, 
For youloue Hermia: this you know I know. 
And heare, withall good will, with allmy heart, 
.In rermiesloue T yeelde you vp my parts . | 
And yours of Helena, to mee bequeath: 
WhomlI doeloue, and will do till my death, 
Hel. Neuer did mockers waſte more idle breath, 


Deme. Lyſander,keepe thy Hermia: 1 will none, 


If ere Ilou'dher,all thatloue is gone, | 
> i E 2 | My 
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My heart to her,bur as gueſtwiſe, ſoiournd: | 
 andnow to Helew, is it home returnd, 
There to remains, _ | 
Ly, Helen, it is notfo. Et+ ok 
Deme.Diſparage not thefaith, thou doſt not know; 
Leaſt to thy perill, thou aby it deare. 
Looke where thy loue comes :yonder isthy deare; 
| Emer Hermia, 
Her,Darke night,thatfrom the Fes his funRion takes, 
| The care more quickeof apprehenſion makes, 
Wheren it doth impairethe ſeeing ſenſe, 
Ir payes the hearing double recompence. 
Thou art not, by myne eye, Lyſander,found: 
| Mineearez|thanke it, brought meto thy ſound, 
- But why,vnkindly,did({ttbou leaue mee fo? 
| Tyſ. Why ſhould heſtay,whomloue doth preſſero go? 
 Her,What loue could prefſe Lyſander, from my fide? 
Lyf. Lyſanders loue(that wolld notlethim bide) 
Faire Helene : who more Engilds the night 
Then all yon fiery oes, and eyesof light, = 
Why ſeek'fithou me?Could natthis make thee know, 
The hatel bare thee, made mee leaue thee ſo? 
Her. ou ſpeake not as you thinke ; It cannot bee. 
. Hel. Lo: ſhe is one ofthis confederacy. 
Now Iperceiuegthey haue conioynd all three, 
\  » Tofaſhionthisfalſe ſport, in ſpight of mee, - 
Iniurious Hermia, moſt vngratefull maide, 
Haue you confpir'd,haue you with theſe contriu'd 
To baire mee, with this foule deriſion? 
1s all the counſell that we two haue ſhar'd, | 
The ſilters yowes, the howers that we haue ſpent, . 
When we hauechid the haſtie footed time, 
For parting vs; O, is all forgot Pale 
all ſchooldaics friendſhippe,childhood innocence? 
 YVee, Herwiagliketwo artificial gods, 


Haue 


| 
| 
: 
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Haue with our needles, created both one flower, 
Bothon one ſampler, ſitting on one cuſhion, 
Both warbling of one ſong, both: in one key; | 

AS it our hands,our ſides, voyces, and mindes 

Had bin incorporate. So wee grewe together, 

Like toa Jouble cherry, ſeeming partedj 

Butyet an ynion in partition, 

Two louely berries moulded on one ſiemme: 

$owithtwo ſeeming bodies,but one heart, 

Two of the fir{tife coats in heraldry, 

Due but to one, and crowned with one creaft, 

and will yourent our auncient loue aſunder, 

To ioyne with men, inſcorning your poore friend? 

Iris not friendly, tis not maidenly. 

Our ſex, as well as, may chide youfor it; 

Though 1 alone doefele the injury. js; 1: 
Her. am amazed at your —__ 

I ſcorne you nor, lt ſeemesthat you ſcorne mee, 
Hel. zaue you not ſet Lyſander,asin ſcorne,, 

Tofollow mee, and praiſe my eyes and face? 

And made your otherloue, Demetrins 
Who euen but now did ſpurne ince with his foote ) 
o call mee goddeſſe,nymph, diuine,andrarc,. 

Pretiousccleſtiall? V Vherefore ſpeakes he this, 

 Toherhehares? And wherfore doth Lyſander * 
Deny yourloue(ſo rich within his foule) 

And tender mee(forſooth JaffeQtion, 

But by your ſetting on, by yourconſent? 

VVhar,though I be notſoin grace asyou,, 

So hung vpon with loue,ſofortunare? 

ut miſerable moſ}, to loue vnlou'd) _ 

This you ſhould pittie,ratherthen deſpiſe; | 
Her. vnder(tand not ,what you meane by this, 
Hel.1 doe, Perſeuer, counterfait ſad lookes; 

Make mouthes ypon A my backi 

2 


. 

= 
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» 


 VVinke: 


A Midſommer nightes dreame. 
Winke eachat other, holdethe ſweeetejeaſt yp, | 
This ſport well carried, ſhall hee chronicled, 
IF you haue any pitty,grace,ot manners, 


You would not make mceſuch an argument, 
 Burfare ye well: tis partly my pwnetault; = 
Whichdeath,orabſcnce ſoont ſhall remedy. 
Lyſ.Stay,gentle Helena: hepre my exculc, 
My loue,my life, my ſoule, faite Helene, 


ta 


x 


nel,O excellent! 
Herm, Sweertec, doe not {corhe her ſo, 
Dem,1t ſhe cannotentreat, 1|can compel, 
Lyſ.Thoucanſt compell no more, then ſhe intrear. 
Thy threatshaue no more trength then her weake prailc. 
| Hele»,lloue thee, by my life I doe: 2 
I \weare by that which will looſe forthee; 
Toproouc him falſe,that ſaiesIloucthee not, 
Dem, 1 ſay,l louethee more then he cando, 
Lyſ.ltrhou fay to, withdrawe, and prooue it tOe 
Dem. Quick come, | 
_ tier, Lyſaxder,whereto tends allthis? 
| Lyſe Away, you Ethiop, 
Dem, No, no :heele I (0 Y 
Sceme to breake looſe ; take on as you would follow; 
But yet come not» Youare a tame man,go.. 
Lyf. Hang of thou cat, thou bur : vilething let looſe; 
Or I will ſhake thee from meeglike a ſerpent. | 
Her. Why are you growneſo ryde? What change isthis, 
Sweete loue?. Rd}: 
Lyſ. Thy loue? Qurttawny Hs outs 
Out loathed medcine : 0 hated potion hence, | 
Her, Doe younotieaſt? 1 So7 
Hel, Yesſooth : andſo doe you, 
Lyſ. Demetrins, I will kcepe my worf,with thee, | 
_ , Dem,1 ould lhad your bond} Forl perctiue, 
A weake band holds you, Ile not truſt your word, 


Df. 


A Midſommer nightes dreame, 


Lyſ. What? ſhould [ hurt her, ſtrike her kill her dead? 
Although 1 bate her, Ilenotharmeherſo, 

ner, Waat? Canyoudo me greater harme,then hate? 
Hate mee, wherefore? O me, whatnewes,my loue? 


Am not Herm:a? Arenot you Lyſander? 
IT am asfaire now, as1 wasere while. 8 
Since nighr,youlou'd mee; yet ſince night, youleſt mee, 
\ Whythen,youlefrmeec (the gods forbid) 
In earneſt, ſhallI ſay? tha 
Lyſ. 1 , by my life: 
And neuer diddeſire to ſeethee more, 
Thefore be out of hope, of queſtion, of doubt; 
Be certaine : nothing truer: tis noiealt, abs 
ThatTI doc hare theezandloue nelens, — —  _ 
Her, O mee, you luggler, you canker bloſſome, 
Youtheefe of louc : what,haue youcome by night, 
And Rolne my lones heart, from him? | 
nel. Fine, I faith, 
Haue you no modeſty, no maiden ſhame, 
No touchot baſhfulnefſe? What, will yourteare 
Impatient anſweres, from my gentle tongue? | 
Fy,fy, you counterfait, you puppetyyou, ——_ 
wer, Puppet? Why ſo? 1, that way goes the game, 
Now lT perceiue that ſhehath made compare, 
Betweene our (iatures, ſhe hath vrg:dherheight, 
And with herperſonage, hertall perſonage, : 
Her height/forſooth)ſhe hath preuaild with him, 
And areyou growne ſohigh in tus eſteeme, | 
Becauſet am ſo dwarfiſh and folowe?.£ > 
nowlowe am 1 ,thou painted May-pole?Speake: 
How lowe am1?lam not yet ſolowe, | 


. 

. 

- 

* - 
oy 


But that my nailescan reach ynto thine eyes. | 
nel. l pray you, though you mocke me,gentlemany 
Let her not hurt me, 1 was never curſt: 


I haue no gift at allin ſhrewiſhneſle;- 
: E 4 1 
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] am a right maid, for my cowatdize: 
\_Lerhernot ſtrike mee. You perheps, may thinke, 
| Becauſe ſhe is ſomething lower then my ſelfe, 
'That-Ican match her, {i 

Her.Lower?harke againe. | 

Hel. Good Hermia,donot be \ſo bitter with mee, 
| euermoredid loue you Herma, 
Did cuerkeepeyourcounlels, uerwrongd you; 
Saue that inlouc, vato Demerrina, 
1rould himofyour ſtealch yntothis wood. | 
ne followed you: for loue, I follqwed him, 
But he hath chid me hence,andthreatned mee 
To ſtrike mee, ſpurne mee;nay to kill mee to, 
Andnowgſo you willlet me quier goe, 
To Athens will 1 bearc my folly backe, 

Andfollow you no further, Ler me goe. 

Youſec how ſimple, and how fond1 am, 
Herm,Why? get you gan. Who iſt that hinders you? 
Hel, Afooliſh heartgthat1 leave here behind, » 
Her, What, with Lyſander? | 
Hel With Demetrius, FN Sand 
Lyſ. Be notafraid:ſhe'ſhall o harmethes Helens 
Deme. No hr: ſhe ſhall not, though yourake her part, 
Het. O, when ſhe is angry,ſhejs keene and ſhrewd, 
| She wasavixen,when the wenttoſchoole: 
Andthough ſhe be butlictle, ſheis fierce, 
Her, Little againe?Nothin g hatlowand little? 
Why will you ſuffer her to flour = thus? 
Let me come to her. | 


Lyſ. Getyougon, you dwarfe; 


| 


”— i 


7 +l! bead, you acorne. 


5 IT In herbehalfe, that ſcernes your ſeruices. 


You minimus, of hindring knot grafſe,made 


- Deme, You are too ofiicious, 


Let heralone:; -ſpeake not o Hell 


}. 
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Tzkenot herpart. For ifthou doſtintend_ 
Neuer (olittle ſhewe ofloue to her, 
Thou ſhalt aby ir, 
Ly, Now ſhe holdes me nor: 
Now tol!ow, if thoudarſt,corry whoſeright, 
Of thine or mine,is moſt in ne/exa, | 
Deme, Follow? Nay:lle go withthee, cheeke by jowle, 
Her, Y ou, miſtrefle,all this coyle islong of yous 
| Nay:goenot backe, 
- Hel. ] will nottruſt you,], 
Nor longer ſtay in your curſt company, | 
Your hands, than mine,are quickerfor afray: 


Mylegg-s are longer though,torunne away. 
w Exennt.. 


Her, lam amaz'd, and know not whattof; 
06, Thisis thy negligence: ſtillthou miſt 
Or<«lie commicſithy knaveries wilfully, 
Puck. B:1:eve mee,king ofſhadowes, [miſtooke, = 
Did not youtell meeg1 ſhoud knowthe man, 
By the 1:henian garments, he hadon? - | 
And,ſofarreblameleſſe proouts my enterpriſe, 
That l haue nointed an Athermans eyes: 
And fo farre aml glad, itfodid forr, 
As this their iangling 1 efteeme a port. | 
O06, Thou ſe ef?, cheſe louers ſeeke a placeto fight: 
Hy therefore Robin, overcal(t the night, | 
The ſtarry welkin couerthou anon, 
With drooping fogge asblacke as Acheron, 
Andleadtheſe teaſty Riualsſo aſtray, 
As one come not within anothers way, 
Like to Lyſander, ſometime frame thy tongue: | 
Then fbrre Demerriw vp, with bitter wrong: * = 
And ſometime raile thou like Demetrime: 
Andfrom each other, looke thou lead them thus; 


Till ore their browes,dearh-counterfaiting,ſleepey 
win 


F 


Wukhleaden legs,and Batty wings doth creepes | 


The 
. ._ — 


# 
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: Then cruſh this hearbe into. | ſanders eye; 
Whole liquor hath this yertuous property, 


= 


To take from thence all errour,with his might, 
And, make his eyebalsroule with\wonted f1ghe, 
' When they nexc wake, 311rhig derifion 
Shallfceme a dreame,znd fruiteleſſc viſion, 
Andbacke to Aroens thall the louers wend, 


 . Withleague, whole categtili death ſhall neverend, 


 Whiles 1, inthis affaire,doe thee imploy, | 
\Neto my Qucene and beg her [pd6ar oy: 
And then [ will her charmed eyercleale 
From monſters viewe, and all things ſhall be peace, 
Puck, My Faiery Lord, this mult be done with haſte. 
For nights ſwift Dragons cutthe cloudsfull faſt, 
And yonder ſhines Awrorashatbingers 
At whoſc approach,Gholis , wandringhereand there, 
| Troope hometo Churchyards:damned ſpirits all; 
\  Thatinctoſle waies and = hauc burially'. 
Already to their wormy beds are gone: | 
Forſeare leaſt day ſhould looke their ſhamesypon, 
They wi!fully themſclues exile from light, 
And mult tor aye conſort with black browed night, - 
Ober, But we are ſpirits of another ſort, | 
I, withthe mornings loue, haue oft made ſport, 
. Andlike a forrelter the groues may tread 
 Eventillthe Eaſterne gate all fiery red, | 
Opening on Neptune, with faire bleſſed beames, 
Tvrnes,into yellow golde,hisfaltgreene ſtreames, 
Put notwiſtanding, haſte, make no delay; 
We may effect this bulinefle, yet ere day. 
Pu.Vp & down,vp & down,1 will lead them vp & down: 
I amſcardin field & rown. Goblmylead them yp & downe, 
Herecomes one. Enter Lylander. 
Ly/.Where art thou, proud DemetrinsiSpeak thou now, 
Rev, Rere yillaine,drawne & ready. Where art thou? 


| Lyf, 
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Tyſ.lwillbe with thee ſtraight, 
Rob. Follow me then toplainer ground, 
Enter Demerttius, 
Deme. Lyſander, ſpeake againe, 
Thou runaway, thou coward, artthou fled? 
Speake in ſome buſh, Where Joel thou hide thy head? 
Rob, Thou coward art thou bragging,to the ſtarres, 
Telling the buſhes that thou look'(t lorwarres, 
And wilt not come? Come recreant, comethou childe, 
Ile whippe thee with arodde.He 1s _ 
That drawes a {word on thee, 
De, Yea,art thouthere? 
| Re. Follow my yoice: iveele try no manhood here, Exeit. 
Lyſ. He goes before me, and ſtill dares me qn; 
When I come where hecalles,then he is gon. 
The villaineis muchlighter heel'd then!; 
I followed falt : burfaſterhe did fly; 
That fallen am [ in darke yneauen way, \ 
Andhere will ret me, Comethou ger:tle day, 
\ Forifbut once, thou ſhewe methy gray light, | 
Ne finde Demerrixa,and reaenge this ſpight. 
Robin, avaDemetrius. 
Robi, no,hogho: Coward ,why comſt thou noti 
Deme.Abide me,ifthoudarſt,For welll wot, - 
Thourunſt before mee, ſhifting euery place, 
And dar'ſt not ftand, norlooke ime inthe face, 
Where arctthounow? , 
Rob, Come hither: lam here, 
De.Nay then thou mockſi me, Thou ſbat buy this dear, 
If euer | thy face by daylight ſee, 
Now, goe thy way.Faintneſle conſtraineth mee, 
To meaſure,out my length,on this cold bed: 
By daics approach looke tobe viſited, 
Enter gelena. | 
Hele.O weaty night, Ol ongand tedious night, 
| ves | Abate 
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Abate thy houres, ſhine comforts, from the eaſt; 

That [ may backeto Athens,by day light, | 

From t i« fe that my poore company dete(t: 

And ſicepe,that ſometimes ſhuts vp lorrowes eye, 

Stcale mee a while from mincowne companic. Sleepe. 
Rob Yet bucthree?Cume one more, 

Two of both kindes makes vp; ſower, 

Hear: ſhee comes, curlt and ladde, 
Capidisaknamth ladde, mY 

Thus to make poorefemales adde, 

Her. Neuer lo wearyneueri6in woe, 
Bedabbled with the dcaw ,and torne with briers: 
T can nofurcher crawle, notur her gocz 
M, l-gyges can keepe no pale witi my defires, 

_ Here will licftimecgcill the breake otday: 

| Heavens ſhiclde Lyſender , it they meane atray. 

_ Rob. On the groundyſleepe {qund: 

| lle applyyoureye, gentle louc , remedy. 
When thouwak ii, thou rak 


True delight, mthe fight, ot chy former ladies eye: 
And the country _=_ rouerbe knowne, 
That every man ſhould take his owne, 


In yourwaking (hall be ſhowen, _ 

_ dackeſhall have i: noughtſh lgoeill: 

The man ſhall bave his mare again, & all ſhall be well, 

Emer Qmeene of Fries, and Clovne,and Faicrics:aud 

the king bebindethem.. 
" Tia, 7,268 ftthee downe pon this flowry bed, 

While | thy amiable cheekes doe coy, 

 Andftick musk roſes in thy fleeke (mooth head, 

Andkifſethy faire large eares,iny _o_ m_ | 
Clows, Where 's Peaſe-bleſſe 
Pea. Ready, 


Clow.Scratetr my headeyPe cheſne Wher's Moun« 
eur Comety Cob Ready, Tr 


| Ds 
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Clo, Mounhieur Cobweb,good Mounkieuryger you your 
weapons in your hand, and kill me aredhipt Huible Bee, 
on the coppe of a thiltle ; and good Mouniteur, brirg nee 
the hony bagge, Doe notfrer yourlelte evo much, in the 
action, Mounſieur : and goco Mounheur have a care, the 
honybagge breake not, 1 wold be loath to have you ouer- 
flowen with a honibag //ox4er, Where's Nonateus Muſs . 
tardſe cede? | 


Au. Readie, 
(/#.* we me yourneafe, Mounfteur Mnſtar #ſeedePray 


you, |: auc your curtfie, good Mounfieur, 
GH vt, what's your will? bn PO 

C/o. Nothing y»od Mounſieur , butto helpeCaualery 
Cobwebbe, roſcr itch, Inmittothe Barbers , Mounficur, 
| Forme thinkesI am maruailes hairy about the face, Andl 
am fuch a render Ale, ifmy haire doe bur tickle mee, I: 


muſt ſcratch, 
| Tia, What, wiltthouheare ſome muſique, my ſweete 


louc? | | | 
| Clo. lhaue areaſonable good earein muſique, Lets: 


hauethe congs, andthe bones, | 
| Thta. Or, tay {weete loue, what thou defireſt to eate, 


| Clo, Truely a pecke of prouander. I could mounch your 
ood dry Oates, Methinkes,1 haue a great defire to a bor. 
1 of hay, Good hay, ſweete hayhathnofellow, (hoord, 
Ty, 1 haue a venturous Fairy, that ſhall teekerhe Squirils 
Andferch chee newe nuts, 
Clo, had ratherhauea handfull, ortwo of dryed peaſe, 
But,1 pray you-:letnone of your people ſhirte me: 1haucan 
expoſition of fleepe come ypon mee, 


Tyra. Sleepe thou, and1 will winde theeinmy armes, 
Faicries be gon, and be alwaies _ ; 
So doth the woodbine, tne ſweerte Honiſuckle, 
| Gentlyentwiſt:the female luy fo 
Euriogs the barky fingers of ” Elme, 

S 3 


_ 
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O how Ilouethce! how I dore on thee/ 
Enter Robin goodfellow. _ 
Ob, Welcome good Rebin,Scett thou this ſweete fight? 
 Herdotagenowl doe beginne topittic, 
For meeting her of late, behind the wood, 
Secking ſweete fauours for this hatefull foole, 
I didvpbraid her, and fall out with her, 
For ſhe his hairy templesthen had rounded, 
With coronet offreſh and fragrant flowers, 
Andthatſame deawe which ſometime on the buddes, 
Was wont to ſwell, like round and orientpearles; 
Stood now within the pretty flouriets eyes, 
Like teares,that didtheirowne diſgrace bewaile. 
WhenT had, at my pleaſure,taunted her, | 
And ſhe, in mildetearmes,begd my patience, 
I thendid aske of her, her changeling childe: 
Which fraight ſhe gaue mee, and her Fairy ſent 
To beare him, romy bower, in Fairic land. 
_ Andnow [hauethe boy, I will yndoe 
_ ThishatefullimperfeQtion ofhereyes, 
And, gentle Pach , take this transformed ſcalpe, 
From of the heade ofthis Athemiar ſwaine; 
\ Thathee,awaking whenthe gther 9g, 
 Mayallto Athens backe againe repaire, 
Andthinkeno more of this nights accidents, 
Bur asthe fearce vexationof adreame, 
But firſt 1 will releaſe the Fairy Queene. 
Be,as thou waſt wont to bee: 
See, as thou waſt wont toſce. 
Dians budde, or Cupids flower, 
Hath ſuch force, and bleſſedpower, 
| Now,my Titazia, wake you ,my ſweete Queene, 
Tita, My Oberon,what viſions haue | ſeene/ 
Me thought I was cnamourd of an; alle, 


W-- _ _ ObTherelyesyourloue, | 


Tits. 
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T4. How came theſe things topaſſc? 
O, how minecyes doeloath his viſage now! | 
Oz. Stlencea while, bobiy, take off this head: 
Titania , mulicke cll, and ſtrike moredead 
Then common ſleepe: of allthele, fine the ſenſe. 
04. Muſick owe muſick:nch as charmeth lleepe.( peepe, 
Rob, Now, when thou waK'it, with thine ownfools eyes 
O5.Sound Muſlick;come,my queen,take hands with me, 
and rocke theground whereontheſc ſleepers be, = 
Norw,thou and I arc newinamirie, 
and will ro morrow midaight, ſfolemnely 
 Daunce, in Duke Theſewshouſe triamphantly, 
And blefle itto all faire proſperitie, SER. 
There ſhall the pairesof faithfulllouers be 
Wedded, with Theſere,all iniollitie, 
Rob, Fairy King,attend, and marke: 
I do hearethe morning Larke. 
Ob,Then my Queeae,in ſilence ſad, 
Trippe we after nights ſhade: 
We, the Globe, can compaſſe ſoone, 
Switter then the wandring Moone, 
Tita, Come my Lord,andin our flizhe, 
Tell me how it came this night, 
| Thatl ſleeping here was found, 
 Wriththeſe mortalson the ground,  Exteunt, 
Enter Thelſcus and all bis traine, WVirdeharne, 
The,Goe oneof you, finde out theforrefter: — 
Fornow our obſeruation is perforinde, 
and ſince we hauethe vaward of the day, 
My loue ſhall heate the muſicke of my hounds, 
Vancouple, inthe weſterne yallie,let them goe: | 


b 
ajnestoppey 


. 
: 
: 


Diſpatch] ſay, and findetheforreſter, 
Wee will,faire Queene,vpto the mount 
and marke the mulicall confufion 
Ofhounds and Echoin coniunCtion, 


F4  | oy. 
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Hip.1 was with #21cales and Cadmui, once, 
When in a wood of Creerethey bayedthe Beare, 
With hounds of Sparrs : neutr did1heare 


_ Such gy chiding. For beſides the grous, 


'Crooke kne 6d, and deawlaprty 


The skyes,the fountaines geUrty regionnearc 


Seeme all one muruall cry, 1 'neucr heard 


So muſicall a diſcord, ſuch ſiveere thunder, 

Theſ My hounds are bred out ofthe Spartane kinde: 
So flew'd, ſoſanded: andtheirheads arehung 
V Vith cares,that ſweepe away the morning deawe, 
like Theſſa/iar Buls: 
Slowe in purſuir; but mazchtlin mouth like bels, 


 Eachynder each. Acry more tunable 


"* IF | p s a ” 
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. Came heere,in grace of our 


Was neuerhollowdtognor cheerd withhorne, 

In Creete, in Spart4,nor in T heſſaty. 

ludge when you heare, But ſofe, What nymphes arc theſe? 
Egens, My Lordgthis my daughter hecre aſlcepe, 

Andrhis Lofacnder, this Demerrae is, 

This Helena, old Nedars H elena, 

I wonder of cheir being here together, | 
 The,No doubr,they roſe 5 earely,toodſerue 


The right of May : and hearing our intent, 
lemnitic, 


But ſpeake, Egews, isnot this the day, 

That Hwwicthould giue anſwer of her choyce? 

- Egemu-Itis, my Lord, | | (hornes, 

Theſe, Goe, bidthe bunciloen wake them with their 
Shaute wikis: they all jta 't vp, Wade hoxnes. 

The. Good morrow, friends. Saint Yalememeis palt, 


Begintheſe wood birds but to.couple now? 


Ly/.Pardon, my Lord, | 
The. pray youall, Rand vp, 
Iknow,youtwoare Riuall eneſuies, : 


- Howeomesthis gentle concordinthe worlde, 
That hatred is fo farrefrom iealouſie, 


To 
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Tofleepe byhate, andfeareno enmitie, 

Lyſ-My Lord, Iſhalreply amazedly, 
Halteflecpe, halfe waking, Bur,as yer, 1{weare, 
Tcannottruelyſay howI came here, | 
But as Ithinke (for truely would] ſpcake) 

And nowlIdoe bethinke mee, ſo itis; 

I came with Hermis, hither, Our intent 

Was tobe gonfrom Athens; where we mighe 

Without the perill ofthe eaMrhenianlawe, 

Ege, Enough,cnough my Lord : you have enough. 
Ibegge the law,the law, vpon his heads _- 

They would hauc ſtoine away, they would, Demetrias, 

Thereby to haue defeared you and me: 

You of your wife, and mee, of my conſent: 

Of my conſent,that ſhe ſhould be your wiſe. 

| Deme.My Lord,faire Helen toldme of their tealth, 

Of this their purpoſe hither, to this wood, 

And I infury hitherfollowedchem; 

Faire Helena, in fancy following mee. 

But my Lande wotenot by what power 

(Burby ſome poweritis)myloue, 

To Hermia(meltedas the \nowe) SIT 

Seemes to me nowasthe remembrance of anidle gaude, 

Which inmy childehoode 1 did dote ypon; & 

Andallthefaithgthe vertue of my heart, 

The obieR andthe pleaſure ofmineeye, 
| 1s onely nelene. To her,my Lord, 
 WasIberrothed, cre] fee Hermin: 

' Bur, likeaficknefſe,did1loaththis foode. 
| But,asinhealth,come to my naturall tate,  _. 
 Nowl doe wiſh it,loue it,long forit, IE | 
| And willforeuermore be true to it. 
 - The, Faire louers, you are fortuna 


- 


tely met, 


Wthis diſcourſe, we merewillhere anon, © _ 
eng Ee 
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Foeu:, Twill ouerbeare your wills | 
 Forinthe Temple, by and by, withys, 
| Theſe couples ſhall eternally be knir. 
And, forthe morning now js ſomthing worne, 
Ouc purpol wort, ſhallbe ſer af:de. 
| Away with vs,to Arbens. Three and three, 
Weelcholde a feaft,in great {olemnitie, Come Hyppolita, 
| Deme, Theſe things iceme (mall and yndiftirguiſhable 
Like farre off mounrainestiun«dinto clouds, 
Her, Methinks 1eethele things, with parted eye, 
Whea eucry thing ſeemes double, 
- Hel. Someethinkes: * || 
. AndTI haucfonnd rr 16avY aic 


© 


\ 


: 
. 


well, wh 


Mine owne,and not mine g\wne, 
Dem, Ate youlure | 5 
That we are awake?It ſeemes tome, | 
That yet we {leepe, we dr am e, Donotyouthinke, 
The Duke was here, and bid ys follow him? 
Her. Yea, and my father, 
Hel. And Hyppalits, EINE 
Lyf. And he did bid vs follow tothe Temple, 
Dem, Why then, we are aWake:lets follow him, and by 
the way lets recount our dreames, To 
C/o, When my cue come$,call mee, and I will anſwere, 
My next is, moſt faire Pyramus, Hey ho, Peeter Quince? 
Fluteythe bellowes mender?Snoxt the tinker? Starneling? 
Gods my litc/Stolne hence,and leſt mee a {leepe?Ihauc 
had a moſt rare viſion, 1hauc had a dreame, paſtthe wit 
of man, to ſay; what earddi was, Man is but an Aſſe, it 
ace goe about expound this|dreame. Me thought 1 was, 
thereis no mancan tell what, Me thought I was, and me 
thoughtthad, But manis but patcht a foole, It hee will 
offer roſay, what mee thought 1 had, Theeye of man 
hath not keard,, the cate of man hath not ſecne, - 
an 


| 


\F 
| 
| 


- 
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hand is nor ableto taſte, his congue to conceiue, nor kis 
hearte ro report, what my dreame was, I willget Pe. 
ter Quince to write a Baller of this dreame : it ſhall be 
call'd Bottoms Dreame; becauſe it hath ro bottome : and 
I will fing it in the latterendof a Play, before the Duke, 
Peraduenture , to make it the more gratious, 1 ſhall ſing 
itather death, Ho 7 

Enter Quince, Flute, Thisby andthe rabble, 
Ozin, Hauc you ſcnt to Bottems houſe? Ishe come 


home,yet? | 
Flat, Hee cannot be heard of, Out of doubt he is tranſ- 


. 


ported, 
Thyſ. If hee come not, thenthe Play is mard, It goes 


not forward. Doth it? — 
Qin, \t isnot poſſible, You haue not aman,in all £- 
thens, ableto diſcharge Pyramus, buthe, 

Thyf, No, hee hath ſfimplythe beſt wit of any handy- 
craft man, in Athens. © WH | 

Qamm, Yea, andthe beſt perſonto, and heeis a very 
Paramour ,fora ſweeteyoice, 2009 
.  Thif, Youmultfay, Paragon, APar 
bleſſe vs)a thing of noughr, 


f 


amour is ( God 


ExerSoug, the Joyner, = 
rs, the Dukeis comming from the Tem- 


Snug, Maſte 


ple , and there is rwo or three Lords and Ladies more 
married. If our ſport had gon forward, wee had all 
beene made men, Et he] 

_ Thyſi O ſweete bully Botrome, Thus hath hee loſt * 


pence aday,during his life: hee couldenot have ſcape 
fixe pence aday, Andthe Duke had not giuen him fix 
pence a day, for playing Pyramns , Ile be hanged, _ 
He would Love _ it, Six pence a day, in Pyramsy 

S | Of 


- mcetepreſcatly atthe palacezeucry manloo 


| Oneſces more diuels, then vaſt hel 


A Midſommer nightes dreame. 
© ornothing, © || 6 
Enter Bottom. 

Bot, Where aretheſe lads? Where are theſe harts? 

Quin, Bottom, 6 moſt couragious day /O moſt happy 
houre! | | [14 | 

Boit, Maſters, I am todiſcourſe wonders : but aske me 
not what, ForifI reil you,l am not true Arbenias, I will 
tell you cucry thing right asitfell our. 

O is. Lec vsheare,lweete\Bottom. 

Bz: » Not a word of mee, All that 1 will tell you,is , that 
the Duke hath dined, Get your apparrell together , pood 
{trings to your beardes, new ribands to pow pumpes, 

poke ore his patt. 
For, the ſhort and the long is,our play is preferd, In any 
caſe let Th:i{by haue cleane linnen : and letnot him, that 
plaiesthe Lyon, pare his nailes: forthey ſhall hang out 
for the Lyonsclawes, And molt deare Actors, eateno O« 
nions, nor garlicke: forwe ate to vtterſweete breath: and 
1 do not doubt but to hear them lay,itisaſweete Comedy, 


1+ 


' No more wordes-Away,go away. 
Enter Theſcus, Hyppolita, andPhiloſtrate. 

Hip, Tis ſtrange,my Theſen;,thattheſelouers ſpeake of, 

The, More ſtraunge then true, Incuer may belceue 
Theſe antiquefables,nor theſe Fairy toyes, 
| Lovers,and mad men haueſuch ſeething braines, 
Such ſhaping phantafies,that apprehend more, 

fends, The lunatick, 

pact. 


Then coole reaſon cucr compre 

| The lover, and the Poct are of imaginationall com 
bo holde: 

That isthe mad man, The loueryall as frantick, 

- Sees Helen; beauty m a browof Egypt, | 

The Poets eye,in a fine frenzy,rolling,doth glance 

From heauen toea:th,from earth a And as 


Imagination bodiesforth the formesof things 


Ve 
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; Vnknowne : the Poerspennetuines them to ſhapes, 
And giuesto ayery nothing, alocali habitation, 
Anda name, Such trickes hath {trong imagination, 
That ifit would but apprehend ſome toy, 
It comprehencs ſome bringer of that ioy. 
Ocin the night, imagining ſome teare, 
How eafic is a buſh tuppol'd a Beare? 
Hyp. Bur,allthe fiory ofthe night told ouer, 
And al[their mindstransfigur'd (o together, 
More witneſleth thantancies images, 
And growesto ſomething of great conſtancy: 
But fiowlocner, ftrange and admirable. _ 
Erter Lowers; Lyſander Demetrius, Hermia and 
Helens. | 
The, xere come the louers, full of ioy and micth, 
| friends , ioy and freſh daies 
Ot loue accompany your hearts, * 
 Lyſ.Morethentovs, waite in your royall walkes, your 
boorde, your bedde. TM IE be ane, 
The, Come now:what maskes, what daunces ſhall wee 
To weareaway this long age of three hours, betweene = 
- Orafter ſupper, & bed-time? Where isouryſuall manager 
Of mirth?Whar Reuels are in hand?Isthereno play, 
Toeaſethe anguiſh ofatorturing hower? Call Philoſtrete; 
| Phileſtrate, Here mighty Theſes, 3s $478 
_ The, Say,what abridgementhaue youfor this evening? 
What maske, what muſicke? now ſhall we beguile 
The 1azytyme,ifnot with ſome delight? | 
Philoſt, There is abriefe, how many ſportsare ripe, 
Make choyce,ofwhich you aighneſle will ſee fuſt, 
The, The barrell with the centauresto be ſung, | 
By an Athenian Eunuche, to the xarpe? 
Weele none of that, That haue Itolde my loue, 
In glory of my kinſman Hercules, 
The ryot of the tiplic Bachanals, | R 
; G3 NE... - 
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Tearing the Thracia» lingeryintheir rage? 
That is an olde deuiſe : and i was plaid, 

When | from Thebes came laſta conquerer. 

Thethrife three Muſes, mourning for the death _ 

- Oflearningglatedeceaſt, in beggery? 
That is ſome Satire keene and criticall, 

Not ſorting with a nuptiall ceremony, - 

Aredious briefe Scene of young Pyramus 

And his loue Thiſby; very tragicall mirth? 

Merry,and trzgicall?Tedious,and briefe? Tharis hot lic, | 
And w6drous firange ſnow. How ſhall we find the c6cord 
Of this diſcord? lis s 

Philoſft, APlay there is,my|Lord, ſome ten words long; 

Whichis asbriefe,asI haueknowne a play: 

But, by ren words, my Lord itis too long: 

Which makesit tedious» For in all the Play, 

There isnot one wordapt, one player fitted, 

And tragicail, my noblc Lord,it is. For Pyrammur, 
'Thereio, doth kill himſclte, Which when I ſaw 
Reheatrtt,I muſt confeſſe, made mine eyes water: 

 Burtmoremerty tearesthe patſion of loud laughter 

Neuer ſhed, [i | £2 

 _ - Theſe, Whatare they,that\doe play it? 

Phil. Hard handed men,that worke in Athens here, 

Which neucrlabourd in their minds ti][now: 

And now have toyled theirvabreathed memories, 

With thisfame Play,againft your nuptiall, 

 The.And wce willhearc it. 


_ Trover,anditisnothing, nothing in the world; 


hz, aditenoing,not not for you, Ihaue heard 


Vnlefſe you can finde ſportintheirentents, 


: Extreamely ftretcht,and cond with cruell painey 
Todo you leruice. 0: 
The. I will heare thatplay. Fqtneuer any thing 


Can be amifle, when fimplenefle and duetyrtenderir, 
bi | Goe 
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Goe bring them in,and tzke your places, Ladies. 
Hyvp.1louc notto lee wretchedneſſe orecharged; 
Andduery,in his leruice, periſhing. 


_ The,Why,gentle ſyceere, youſhallſee no ſuch thing, 


Hip. He {ayes , they can do: nothing intlis kinde, 

The, The kinder wezto give them thanks, for nothing, 
Our ſport ſhall be,to take what they miſtake. __ 
And what poore duty cannot docy noble reſpe& 
Takes itin might, net merit, 
Where Ihaue come, grear Clerkes hauc purpoſed 
To greete me, w ich premecitared welcomes; | 
Where1haue ſcene them ſhiver and looke pale, 
Make periods it the midſt offemences, | 
Throttle their practiz'd accent in their feares, | 
And in conclution dumbly have broke off, | 
Not paying mee a welcome. Truſt me, ſrxeere, 
Out of this tilencegyer, 1 pickt a welcome: 
Andin the modeſty of fearefulldury, 
Treadas much, as from therattling tongue 
Of ſaucy and audacious eloquence, | 
Loue, therefore,and tong+tide ſimplicity, 
In leaſt, ſpeake molt,to my capacity. 


Philo. $0 pleaſe your Grace, the Proto isaddreſt, 


Dwk, Let him approach. 

Enter the Prologue, 

Pro. [i wee offendit is with our good will, 
That you ſhould chitke, we come not to offend, 
But with good wall. To ſhewour fumple ms , 
Thatis the true beginning of our end, 

' Confiderthen,we come butin deſpight. 

We doc not come,as minding to content you, 
Our true intent is. All tor your delight, 
Wee are not here, That you-ſhould here repentyou, 
The actors are at hand: and,bytheirſhowe, 


The, 


bf Ke; *F y A XA 
, 


'Didſcarreaway,orrather did affri 


Which Lyon vile with bloody 
- Anoncomes Pyramw,ſweete y 


. . 
1 oo 
| 


| 
| 
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The,This fellow doth not tang ypon points. 
Lyf, He hath ridhis Prologue, like a rough Colre : hee 


; knowesnottheſtoppe, A good morall my Lord, Ic is not 
.cnough to ſpeake; bur to - e true, 


 Hyp, Indeed he hath plaid onthis Prologue, like a child 


. - onaRecorder, a ſound; butnot in goucrnement, 


The, is ſpeach was like a tangled Chaine; nothing im- 


paired,bur all diſordered, Wholisnext? - 


Enter Pyramus, and Thisby,, and Wall Jed Moone- 


ſhine, 1dLyon. | 


Prologue. Gentles,perchanceyoui wonder at this ſhow. 
But, wonder on,till tructhe make all things plaine, 


_ This manis Pyr amwm,ifyou would knowe; 
\. This beautious Lady Th/+yis certaine. 
This man, with lyme and roughcaft,doth preſent 


Wall, chat vile wall, which did theſe louers ſunder; 


.  Andthrough walschinke, poore ſoules,they are content 
To whiſper. Atthe which ylet no man wonder. 
This man, with lanterne, dogge,andbuſh ofthorne, 
Preſenteth moone-ſhine. For if you will know, 
By moone-ſhine did theſe louers 
To meete at Ninustombe, there, there to wooes 
_ - Thisgrizly beaſt({which Lyon hight by name) 


thinke no ſcorne 


night, 

oht: 

And asſhe fled, her mantle ſhe did fall: 

outk didaine, 
uth, and tall, 
And findes his truſty Thiſbyes mantle Nlaine: 
Whereat, with blade,with bloody blamefull blade, 


The truſty Thy{by, comming firſt} 


nebrauelybroacht his boyling bloody breaſt, 
And Thiſey, tatying in Mulberry ſhade, 

_ nisdaggerdrewe, anddyed. Forall thereſt, 
. Let Lyon, Moone-ſhine Wall, and louers twaine, 


Atlarge diſcourſe,while here they doe remaine, 


The 
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The, lwonder,ifthe Lyon be toſpeake. 
Demet,No wonder, my Lord. One Lyon may, when 
many Aſſes doe, 
- Exit Lyon,Thysby, and M ooneſhi ne, - 
Wall, In thisſame i it doth befall, 
That 1,one Flute(by name) preſent a wall: 
And lucha wall, as Iwould haue youthinke 
Thathadinita cranied hole orchinke: . 
Through which thelouers, P>ramm,and Thithy, 
Did whiſper often, very ſecretly, 
This lome, this roughcaſt,and this ſtone doth ſhowe, 
That I am thatfame wall : thetruth is ſo. 
And thisthe cranieis, rightand ſiniſter, 
Through which the fearefulllouers areto whiſper, 
The. Wouldyou defirelime and haire to ſpeake better? 
Deme. ltis the wittieft partition, thateu er] heard dil- 
courſe, my Lord. 
The,Pyramus drawes neare the wall: Glence! 
Pz. O grim lookt nighe,o night, with hueſo blacke, 
O night, which ever arr, when day isnot: | 
O nighr,O night, alacke, alacke, alacke, 
I feare my Thisbyespromile isforgot., 
And thou & wall, & {weete, olouely wall, 
That ſtandfiberweeneher fathers ground and mine, 
Thou wall, 6 wall, O ſweere andlouecly wall, 
| Showe meethy chinke, co blink through,with mine eyne, 
Thankes curtcous wall. weſhield thee well,for this. 
But what ſee I? No Thiſby doe I lee. 
O wicked wall , through whome Iſeceno bliſſe, 


Curſt be thy ones, forthus deceiving mec, 
The, The wall mee thinkes, being fenlble ould curſe 


2 aine. 
Nd :No,in truth Sir,he ſhould not. Deceiuin mee is 
Thibyes cue ; ſhe is toenternow,andI am to ſpy 


Her through the wall, You ſhall ſee it willtall 
H 2 Par 


 nodlebealts, in a man and a Lyon, 
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Pat as ltold yon: yonder ſhe comes, Enter Thiſby, 
Thif, O wall, fulloften haſt thou heard my mones, 
For parting my faire Prramau,and mee, 
My cherry lips bhauc efcen kiſt thy ſtones; 
Thy Rones,withlime and hayire knitnow againe, 
Pyra.1 [ee avoice :now wil! I to the chinke, 


* Toſpyandlcanheare my Thiſbzesface, Thy(dy? 
____ Thr. My lovethouart, my loueIthinke, 
- Þy. Thinke what thou wilr, I am thy louers Grace: . 
| And, ike Limander, am Itruſty (ill, EY 


WH - 


Thif, AndI,like Heler,till the fates me kill, 
Pra. Not Shafalur,to procrus, was lo true. | 
Thi, As Shafalusto precrns, Troyou _ 
pzr, O kiſſe mee, through the hole of this yilde walls 
Thif, Lkifſe the walles hole; not yourlipsat all, 
pr. Wilt thou, at Narniestembe,meete me iraight way? 
Thy, Tice life, tyde ceath, I come without delay. 
Wal, Thus hauel , Wall, my part diſcharged ſo; 

And, being done, thas wall away Corh goe, = 
Duk,Nowis theMoon vſed between thetwoneighbors, 
Deme. No remedy,my Lord,when walsare ſo wilfull,to 

hcare without warning, bi | 
 Dutch,Thisisthe Allied Ruffe,that ever Theard, 
| Dake. The beſt, inthis kiade, are but ſhadowes : and 


. the worſt areno wore, if imagination amend them, 


Detch. Itmuſt be your imagination,then;& not theirs. 
Dre. Tf we imagine no worſe ofthem,then they of the- 
(clues, they nzay paſie for excellent men, Here come two 


Enter Lyon, aud Moor | 
entle hearts do feare 


Lyon, You Ladies,you(whoſe 


May now,perchance, both quake and tremble here, 
When Lyonrough, in wildefi rage, dothroate.. 
Then know that], as Sg theloyneram | 


Yb ge 
 Theſmalleſt monſtrous = creepeson floore) 


, 


LM 


' 


A Midfomnier nightes dreame. 


A Lyon fell, norelſe no Lyons damme, 
For,if 1 ſhould, as Lyon, coine inflrife, 
Jnto this place, 'ewere pitty on my life, 
Dak,A very gentlebeaſt, and ofa good conſcience. 
Deme. The very beſt at a 'beaſt,my Lord,thatere Ifaw.' 
Lyſ. This Lyon is a very fox,for his yalour, | 
Dak, True : and a gooſe for his diſcretion, = 
 De,Not fo my Lord,For his yzlour cannot carry his dile 
cretion : and the foxcarriesthe gooſe, 
Dak, His diſcretion, I am ſure, cannot carry his valour, 
For the goole carries not the fox, Itis well :leaue irto his 
diſcretion, and ler vs litentothe Moone, | 
Maome.This lanthornedoththehorned moone preſent, 
Deme,He ſhould haue worne the hornes,on his head. 
Dwk. He is nocreſcent,and his tornes are inuiſible withe 
ia che circumference, 
Mocme,Thislanthorne doth the hoeevd moone preſent, 
My ſelfe,the manith Moone,doe ſeeme to be, 
Dake.This is the greateſt errour of all the reſt :the man 
ſhould be put intothe lanthorne, How isit elſe the man ith 


Moone? 
Deme, He dares not comethere,for the POR For, 
you ſee, it is already in ſnuffe. (change, 


Dutch, I am aweary of this Moone, Would hee woulde 
Dake, lt appeares,by his ſmalllight of diſcretion , that 
hee isia the wane : but yet in curteſ e,in all reaſon, wee 
muſt ay thetime, | 
Lyfav,Proceede, Moonee | - 
Moon, All that I haue to ſay,istotell you, that the lan- 
thorneisthe Moone, Ithe manith Moone,this thotnebuſh 
my thorne buſh, andthis dogge my dogge, 
Deme, Why ?All theſe ſhould bein the lanchorne:: for all 
theſe arein ho Moone, But filence : herecomesT biſty, 
Enter Thiſby, 
Th, This is ould Nizies cumbe. Where js my loue?Lyon,Oh, 
H 2 | Demeirins 


| - Butſtay : 6ſpight,but marke,p 
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Dem, Well roard, Lyon, | 
Duke, Well runne, _ 
Dwtcheſſe,Well ſhone Ee. rruly;the Moone ſhines, 
. with a good grace. 
Dwuk. Well mour'd, Lyon, [1 
Dem, Andthencame Pyram 
Lyſ, And ſothe Lyon van ſh, 
EnterYyramus. | 
Sweete MoonegItha h thee, forthy ſunny beams, 
I chanke thee, Mooneytor ſhining now ſo bright, 
For by thy gratious, golden, plittering beames, 
Irruttro cake of trueſt Thiſby fight, 


,POoOre knight, 
What dreadful! doſe ishere? | 
Eycs do you ſce! How can it bee! | 
O dainty duck, o deare! | 
Thy mantle good, what, ftaind wich blood? 
nt ye Furiesfell, ” | 
ates come,come, cutthread and thrumme; 

 Qualle, cruſh, conclude, and q 
Duke. This paſſion, 8 the death of adekre friend would 
-* goencereto make a man looke ſad, 

Dutch, Beſhrewe my heatt, butIpitty the mang 

Pyr. O, wherefore, Nature didſtthou Lyons frame? 
Since Lyon vilde hath here deflour'd my deate. 
Which 1s,no, no : which wasthe faireſt dame 
Tharliu'd, char lou'd, that lik, that look with cheere., 
Come reares,confound, out ford, and wound 
Thepappe of Pyrawms: il 
_ 1, thatleftpappe, where heart doth hope, 
| Thus dy 1, thus,thus,thus, || 
__ Nowamldead, nowaml1 fled, my ſouleis inthe Sky, 

Tonguelooſc thy ight, Moonetake thy flight, 

Now dy,dy,dy,dy,dy. | 
Dem, No Die, bur anace for hin,For be is bur one, 


Lyf. 
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Lyſ. Lefle then an ace, man. For he is dead, he is nothing. 
Dok. With the helpe ofa Surgeon,he might yet reco- 
uer,and yet prooue an alle, | 
Dat. How chance Moone-ſhineis gone before ?Thiſby 
comes backe, and findes herlouer, F-1- 
Duk, Shee will finde him, by (arre-light, Here ſhes 
comes, and her pallion ends the Play, | 
Dar, Methinkes,the ſhouldnot viea long one, forfuch 
a Pram : | hope,the will be briefe, 
Demet, A moth will turne the ballance;which PYYamas, 
which Thi-byis the beter : hefor aman ; God warnd ys: | 
fhe,for a woman; God blcſle vs. | 
Lyſ. She hath ſpied him already, with thoſe ſweere eyes... 
Deme. andthus ſhe meanes, widelicer; 
 Thit, Alleepe my loue? What, dead my doue? 
O Pyramns, arile , 
Speake,ſpeake, Quite dumbe? Dead, dead? atumbe 
Muſt couerthy ſweerte eyes, 
Theſe lilly lippes, this cherry noſe, 
Theſe yellow cowilippe cheekes 
are gon, are gon : louers make mone: 
His eyes Were greene, asleckes, 
O liltersthree,come,come,tomee, 
With hands as pale as milke, 
 Laythemingoregfinceyou have ſhore 
With ſheeres,histhreede of filke, 
Tongue, not a word : cometruſty ſword, 
Come blade,my breaſt imbrew: 
and farewellfriends : thus Thyſ6y ends 
| aAdieu,adicugadicu. 


Duke, Moone-ſhine and Lyonare leftto bury the dead, 
Deme. l and Wallto. 

Lyon. Noyl1 aſſure youthe wall is downe, that parted 
_ theirfathers, Willit pleaſe youzto ſee the —_— to 
heare a Bergomaske daunce,betweentwootour copany? 


H3 Duke 
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' Dw#ke, No Epilogue, Ipray you, For your Play needs no 


- 
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- 


excule, Neucrcxcuſe; For when the an, ersare all deade, 


there neede none to be blamed, Mary, ifheethat writ e, 
, hadplayed Pyrammus, and hangd himſelfein Thiſbies gar- 
ter, it wouldhaue beene a fine Tragedy : andoit is truely, 
and very notably diſcharg'd.Burcome your Burgomagke; 
let your Epilogue alone, | 
The iron tongue of midnighthath tolde twelue, 
Louersto bed,tisalmolt Fairytime, | 
I feare we ſhall outſleepe thejcomming morne, 
As much as wee thisnight have ouerwatchr, 
This palpable grofſe Play hath well beguil'd 
The heauie gate of night. Sweete friends, to bed. 
 Afortnight holde wethis ſolemnitie, | 
In nightly Reucls, andnew igllity, Exetint. 
: ErterPucke, EE: n 
Puch.Now the hungry Ly6ns roares, | 

And the wolfe beholds the Moone 
Whilſt the heauic ploughman ſnores, 
All with weary taske foredoone, 
Now the waſted brands doe glowe, 
Whilſt the ſcriech-owle,ſcrieching lowd, 
Puts the wretch,thatlyes in woe, 
 Inremembrance of a ſhrowde, 

 Nowitisthetime of night, | 
Thar the graues, all gaping Wide, 
Euery one lets forth his ſpright, 
1nthe Churchway pathsto glide, 
And wee Fawics, that doerun 
By thetriple Hecatesteame, 
From the preſence ofthe Sur 
_ . Following darkeneſſelike adreame, 
Now aretrollick:nota mouſe 
Shall difturbe this hallowed houſe. 
} am ſent,with broome, before, 


To 
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To ſ[weepe the dult, behinde the dore. 
Enter King and Queene of Fairier, with all their traine , 
O-,Through the houſe giue glimmering light, 
By the deadand drowhie her, 
 EueryElfe and Fairy (pright, 
Hop as light as birde from briery | 
Andchis dittic af:ermee,$ing,and daunceittrippiagly, 
Tita.Firft rehearſe yourſong' by rote, 
Tocach word a warbling note, 
Hand in hand, with Fairy grace, 
Will we ſing and bleſle thus place, 
Ob. Now,vntill the breake of day, 
Through this houſe, each Fairy ſtray, 
TO thebel bride bed will wee; 
Which by ysſhallbleſled be: 
And theifſue,there create, 
Euer ſhall befortunate: 
So {hall all che couples three 
Euertrue in louing be: 
And the blots of natures hand 
Shall notintheir iſſue ſtand. | 
| Neuer mole, hare-lippeznor ſcarre, _ , 
Nor matke prodigious, ſuch asare 
Deſpiſedinnatiuitie, 
Shallypontheir children be. 
With this field deaw conſecrate, 
Euery Fairy take hisgare, 
And Lach Gur chamber bleſle, | 
Through this palace, with ſycetepeace, * 
Euer ſhall in ſafety reſt, 
And the owner of it bleſt» 
Trippe away : make no ſtay: 
Mecerte me all,by breake of day, Exewnt, 
Robin.\f we ſhadowes haue offended, 


Thunke but chis (andall is mended} | 
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That you have but ſlumbred here, 
While theſe viſions did appeates 
and this weake and idle theame, 
No more yielding but a dreame, 
Gentles, doe not reprehend. 
If youpardon, wee willmend, 
and,aslam anhoneſt Puck, 
It we haue ynearned luck, 


Now to ſcape the Serpents tongue, 
We will make amends, crelongs 
Elſe,the Puckalyer call. | +l. 
So,g00d night vnto you all. 
Giue me your hands,if we be friends; | 
And Robm ſhall reſtore amends, 


FINIS.. 
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